Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



woes' -c ■ '1(f 






..gniaOb, Google 



..gniaOb, Google 



..gniaOb, Google 



..gniaOb, Google 




7^ 



LAYS OF t'hE-LINE, 



OTHER POEMS. 



BY 

INSPECTOR AITKEN, 

ST ENOCH'S STATION, GLASGOW, 

AUTHOB Oir " RHVMES and RKAD1HG3." 



JOHN MENZIES & CO., 
EDINBURGH AND GLASGOW. 



.igniaObyGOOglc 




..gniaOb, Google 



PREFATORY NOTE. 



26 Beovohaji Street, 
Gkeekock, Jaiivary, 1880. 
In placing before m; Headers this little volume of 
"Lays of the Line," I might venture the opinion 
that, of all other occupations either on land or sea, 
that of the ordinor; railway emplojd is by far the 
most hazardous. Tlie Bailway Benevolent Institution 
Casualty List for 1882 sbuws no fewer than 126 of its 
membew killed and 2015 injuwd on railways dui'iiig 
the year, and this number, large tliough it may seem, 
gives, I am sorry to say, hut a very faint idea of the 
total of railway workers killed and injured on the 
different systems during the twelve montlis. Almost 
every newspaper we lift has its railway accident of 
some kind or other to chronicle. These short para- 
graphs give, however, but scant details of the many 
sad cases that are occurring almost daily. Many of 
tliem have little histories of their own that never 
reach the ear of the general body of travellers whose 
very lives are, as it were, dependent on the watchful- 
ness and care of this attentive and energetic band uf 
workers. Keeping tliis fact in view, I have endea- 
voured, in a very imperfect Way it may be, to string 
into rhyme a few of the more important cases that 
have occurred in my own experience, and which I 
hope may not be without some little interest to the 
general body of my Readers, 
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*ifm MACDONALD, reared an «r»b, 'mid the 

S citj'B atrife tai din, 

Bagged, iturod from ver; childhood, trained in all 

the arta of Bin. 
Sleeping on the oold (tain nightly, obeo he mined 



Mother, never knew Le an? ; Biddj Btuk, of itliom 

Tou'd him to the irorld one morning, eackled him 

B month or ao, 
Bat the law had cluma on Bidd j, o'er the aeai lUe 

had toga. 
Father — veil, he might be called oie — man; a 

wretch haa worn the name — 
Worn it onlr for a mantle from the world to hide 

hii aha me — 
Such a one had Jim HaoDonsld — father, villain, all 

the same. 
In a diUDlien midnight revel, when the air witii 

crnminiiiK, 
On a helpleu fellow-mortal ont hia bratiih nature 

sproEK ; 
Ketiibution followed qnickly, tried, oonvioted, 

aeatenced, hung. 

Lilie his father, like hia mother, ao waa Jim fot Ter; 

Following in tbeir awfnl footatepa, ever wnxtng atoot 

and itrong, , 

In the arta of crime an adept, veraed in ever; ain 

and wrong. 
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Toited Dp in all lU bnncbea, avsry day hs defter 
Swore u muab u u; twent;, diank ta maoh u *ii; 
B them, lender of tlie 

Tm one night, ui pilahj dubieu, rote the Kiiindi 

of ugnnl ttrife, 
I^htiDg nice a freniied madiiiBD, in his rage he 

gnuped a Imife, 
And theblo«hedeBltIn<lBi1[neBB<i(Ht afellow-IDHn 

Blood fat blood, thoagh ■tem-ejed jnstice preit 

het Tiotioi eloae and keen, 
Uerof, sanDy-biowed and sinleaB, placed her sbield- 

iog arm betveen ; 
Fourteen year* waa all the; gave him, hanged they 

■aid he sboald have been. 
Came a ehange, bii eyei were opeDed, tortured by 

Eager aoaght be peaee and foand it, pardon oame on 

heatiag vinga ; 
Ten long yean he lived and lalionred, yearning after 

better things. 
Home agdn, he loagbt the city, eager to live boneat 

Though a felon, b« would labour faithfully, he cared 
not how. 

But the oane of Ctinwaa with hiDi, deeply brnnded 

on bit brow. 
None would have hiin whtn they knew him freab 

TSi one kindly-henrted Btianger, who had teamed 

hi> monraful tale, 
tTaed hia influence in hie favour, found him laboar 

on the rail. 
Where he came ^m, who Ma fiiendi were, never 

one of ui conid tell, 
All we knew, the lad was honett, knew hia work, 

and did it well, 



..gniaOb, Google 



LAT8 OF TSE LINE. 



N'e'«r ft word ntueeml; Rpoksn from hii lipt in uiger 

fell. 
Wlien be'd ran u ■eeond-brakeiman on. tlie goodi » 
Jaok, he laid to me ans erening, wlien our daily toil 
Aad he told me »U Mi itorj, never told to nun b«- 
Stkd and Borroivf ul he gave it, bnt it wu not ended 
He had knoim a dty muden, known and loTBd her 
Then in wbiaperad tonea he told me th>t the happy 
Only one tliins gave him trouble, he had never let 

How his early life wai wasted, ipent among the vile 

and low ; 
Wonld he go at ouoe and tell her T Sternly, I made 

answer. No t 
Well it was he did not do so ; ere had otoaed another 
All the BnndiinB of hei being anddenly wat swept 

Daikneu bUcli m nJgbt and deeper round about and 

o'er her lay. 
Shunting ontbe homeward joaruey, Kimetb<ng!tripped 

him by the heel, 
Down be dropped among the waggons, (oaroely time 

to think or feel, 
Onward «>ne the grindiug engine, o'er him pH»d 

the emihing wheel. 

Sileatly ihe bore her sorrow, silently ibe beara it 

still, 
GaziDg back into the darkneu, with its leaden load 

otm. 
Bat she never knew hii ttory, with Qod's help (he 

never will. 
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HETEH ¥PE 300IDBJ51F. 



jJE'M m old mm, yei, I >m, >ir, tomething ovei 
^ Biit;-ODe ; 

Vit been otoia on fort; jeaxa ibout the place, 
Bat there's no use making facei, doit the miiohUf 



But the sbsrpeit mao will sometunes make & ffiU. 
It is fev you'd And, I fanoj, vha have irronght at 
long B ty^ 

With not a ilngle failing in it all ; 
It ii not BO mnoh the pTcisp«ot of the jail that m« 

Xo, nor jet the vile nmatki one OTerhean ; 
Nothing puna ma lo M porting yiiVti. the dear old 

cordnroji 
Tbftt hare olad me nov for mora than thirty 

yean. 

For one train, when Grat I atarted aa a pointunan, 
now there'" tan ; 
ETerythinx i> done in quite ejiother ityls ; 
We'd no tall and towering BBmaphocsi to watoh oai 



That took all the atreogth one had to Dialra it 

With one green and two red ,diali allowing lignala 
through the day, 
And & dim old lamp at night that would not 
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Huiy A life tliBt sUrted with me hit been cruihed 

Hanj a dear one's eye liu filled with bitter teui ; 
Uuif > Bad end moamfnl Btar; it has been mj lot 

Since I itatted, whieh ia more than thirtf yean. 

The; have tlteced thin^ completel; from the good 
old-f ubioned way ; 
With their rmgiDg belli nnd gongB and otber 
things. 
And tbey ring them all together, till I'm bleat if yon 
eaa «»y. 
Which of them, the "up" or "down" it ia that 

There's been man; a yoang band atuted, ttout and - 
aharp-like la the main. 
Likely looking lads, so far as one oould aee, 
But their ■mBTtneti quickly left them wbea the; 
got behind a train. 
Or were oeged up in a ligoal-box like me ; 
And no wonder they got muddleJ, such a weight on 
rnindand brain, 
It is not the simple work it all appears ; 
I should have some little kAowledge of ita pleaaore* 
aad its pains. 
Having, pulled the lereia now for thirty yeen. 
Many a time I're tliougbt when olosing with my 



After eighteen 

I'd hate almosD rather stood the twenty-foni ; 
Then yon oould hava toppled over when the closing 



Not a single lonl tc 
day, 
All alone I alt and nane my abviah tetn, 
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For tbis " No ftdmittanee" order keepi my totj 
f rienda away, 
Thoogli Tva been a pointamBD more ttan thirty 

Tbntmybrain wag getting maddled it took nagiMt 
skill to tell ; 
I was getting less eipert in mind end limb; 



to do OgUD, 

With tbe frost of riity winters on your brow. 
Yes, resign 1 Tve often thought ao in my darker 
hoars, but then- 
Rang tbe all importaDt queation ia my eara — 
Did you ever know of railways giTing f ensioaa to 
their men 
Though they'd wrought without a slip for thirty 
yeataT 
There ia no great labour in it, yet when trftina *re 
ooming throng 
We are aometimes sorely pncEled what to do, 
And for any amall detention or vhen anything goea 

It's H oommon thing to put the blame on yoo. 
There ii searee a single clear one all our crowd of 
men aniODg, 

AU In time moat make their little amash and go ; 
I have reason to be thankful that I managed thcoDgh 



After lailiug dear for 01 



..gniaOb, Google 



LAYS OF THE LINE. 



And it eune Bbont ao indden mi bo very gimplc too, 

I had nothing but the late eipreu to corns ; 
Bui I neToi sav it better when ;ou'ce nnnting early 
through. 
Or had let your mind on getting monei home. 
Twu that old dow-cOBch, Tom JackKtn, st his 
fluke; trioliB agam, 
Tou'd triritch him like a weasel night and ilaj ; 
He had only reached the crouing and wae Doming 
lonnd hii train. 
When I thought hs'il cleared the section right 

And I vent and drev my lignali for the Mail and 

knew BO mors 

Till the thud and ctaih eame ringing in m; ears ; 

And an acaident had happened where there ne'er 

was one before, 

With a pointsman on the road for thirty years. 

And is this a prison really ? Ho 1 I'm buried in a 

Btone above, beneath, around, roof, floor, and 
walls; 
Only one small staillke wiodow peering down npon 
the gloom 
Where no glow of goMen simlight ever falls. 
OodI this stillness is oppressive, itwill wear me out 

Even now my mind is wandering ; I can feel 
The Soor beneath me shaking ; I am peiohed onoe 



n the grim old 
cabin wtaare 
I have wrought the traffie safe for thirty years. 
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WIDOW Jiiei<63N. 



£V'nD ahe's gone, poor Widoir Margin, Co the 

"^ PooThoaae nftei M, 

Qone to die t. helplesa paoper, propped agtdnit iU 

cold damp wall, 
Better far. bad God lo willed it, doath bad made 

bia deatiaed oaU. 
All thoae foara of toil aod labonc, oeaaeleai labour 

Bpent in vain, 
Weary days of coaataDt worhing, eerie n!ghta of 

™n.tant pain ; 
Dfe, wa«'t really worth the living, was there any- 

thiagtogain? 
EigbteoQ yean ago John Morgsa, ooming homoward 

from the mine, 
In the dark vaa atmck and mangled, ai he made to 

croaa the line, 
By an empty pilot engine Doming off the eteep 

Frienda he had, hnt vbat about tbem, none of all 

his kith^nd kin 
Ever lent a hand to help her, more than it had been 

Like a alave ihe toiled and atmggled, wore ont life 

to keep it In. 
Siekneaa eame and sorrow with it, now at toil and 

now ia bed, 
Still she trusted, atill ahe triumpbed, to ber eredit 

All those eighteen yean ihs nobly kept a home 
above ber head. 
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Cnma the feicr, Kud the children one b; one were 

taken ill ; 
One h; one they dnuped and faded, bosy vent her 

neeille still ; 
One by one ihelaid them decent in the ohurobyud 

up the hill. 

All but be, bee laet and yonngeet, blue-eyed, langh- 

irg little Jim. 
Like ■ very hare lie Kampered, light of foot and 

litHc at limb, 
All the life tLnt left the othen seemed to concen- 

Time went on, hdJ old age hoary dimmed her eye 

Buttvith Jim to watch iDt. lend hernooght of trouble 

did slie fear ; 
She Krew wesik aa he grow stronger, tilt he reached 

hia twentieth year. 

Slowly, quietly, wearing downwards, raoriog thro' 
life's final stage. 



hHd been his ell in 


cbildhooJ, ha would be bar 


all in age. 




her faithfully ha 


irried, week on week, his 


hard- won wane. 





Fint, a lad with book and panel*, through the 

town bis toil be plied, 
Then a porter on the platform, ynrJaman, po'ata- 



There hn tat and did bis duty, caged aloft ftnd bird 

Sending up and getting aignals from Tom Cruik- 

shanka further on ; 
He and Tom were very brothen, long they had enob 

other known. 
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Some miitnke tras niada betireeD (hem in the 

aigDalllng of n ttnin ; 
Both were fined a daj, and ointionsd never Id offend 



Fined ! Jim iiC not tnke it kindly, fined for what, 

he could not tell, 
Soma eonfoundecl Bcrew or other had got looie ebont 

the bell. 
Fined I fot auoh a pHltc; trifle, he who'd wrought 

BO long and well. . ■ 

lilned, he tliogght. while many a ebadow flittttl o'er 

bii mind and brow ; 
Nevec «inoo he itarteil labour na a phmbI Ud till now 
Had ahe missed a single shilling, he muBt malce it 

np BOmehow. 
And he did, vhen she had thouglit him slumbering 

peacefully in bed. 
He hnd slipped away unnoticed to a night of toil 

instead, 
To a night of buBy labour in the ninBjtnms Far shed. 
Baolcwatd iiromptly in the morning to his signal 

work again, 
Wearied out, and dnll and heavy with the long con- 
tinued strain, 
Now and then a drowsy nntnbnssa oreepitig o'er his 

eye and brain. 
Up against the dreamy moaater all the day he 

bravely bore. 
Never in his whole experience had he felt so press'd 

^nil he could no longer battle, down he sat and 
toppled o'er. 

Bearcc a minntehad he slumbered, when the shriek- 
ing whistle blew. 

Up he sprung in dreamy blindnesa, pulled a lerer 
ere be knew ; 

Heavens I the tailless ladhad 'shifted number three 
iostead of two. 
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Tbsn the piercing wnil of uigolth tme npon ths 

calm, atill air, 
From a hunilred hslpleaa Tlotimi, maimed and 

broiled, and bleeding there — 
StroDg-toaed voices bieathing onnes — weak com 

moaning in detpnir. 
Doirn the q^niet old itreet the; took him, u the 

■hitdeH of evening fell ; 
Threngli the priion gates they bare him, he whom 

they hid known so well i 
"Poor young lad !" the stony wardar muttered, ai 

Le locked tlie celL 
Tviit poor Jim and Widov Morgui mile> of aea 



Want comes peering in the window, no kind 
helper cornea between ; 

All hpr hopes in life were abatteied, wben he 
BmasUed the foor-fifteen. 

And ihe'a gone, poor Widow Morgan, to the Poor- 
home, after all — 

Gone to die a belplen panper, propped igainat iti 
cold, damp widl — 

Ood of heaven, help tbe helplen, wben life'a n^ht 
begins to fall. 
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¥pE ja^Nin.c'3 gipeRY. 



fORNING, gir, I am gisd to me«t roa ! no 
offeoce WHS mvanl at nil ; 
Onlj thought thfit I, when puiing, might do worae 

than mnke a oflU. 
I'm no ralBAQ thougL I look it — frienda we'll jetbe, 

You re the new appointed "gaSec" come to tske 

theieetionliere. — 

So I tbouglit, end tbnt's the reason wh; I've apoken 

"Like ta like," yon know the proverb, here is true 

for once, yoa lee, 
I watt "gafFer," Bame u jon ue, long ago before 

When thie Branch wai bat a norrov curvey atrip of 

Fall of facing points and oroaainga, full of nasty 

tviata and strains, 
On1; good for killing workmen, only fit for amnahing 

I'm a maniac! yes, I am, air; ahnnned alike by 

Inmate of the Deepdnle Union every little now and 

Where in fits of frended ravings, obained and bound 

— n woefal aight, 
live I through again the horrors o! that dreadful 

bygone night, 
When n bit of carelesa working filled two bomea 

with death and gloom, 
Turning all my after lifetirao to a very living tomb ; 
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In whiah beia( funti tad flioken, loth to Imt* Iti 

tin; hold, 
Waiting for ths trnuit lenm to relight iti ohamben 

And they are retumiag slotrl; back to life anil 

light Agntn, 
LQie the inn-glint> of the momiog from the weuj 

night of nin, 
After all the gloom and lonoT, altai all the vsarj 

After half » lifetime'a darkaaai, deep ai death and 

blaoker far. 
Better inya maj dawn npon me, bat th«y ne'er can 

bring the glow 
Nor the hallowed heavenly brlghtnei* of thoae 

morninga long ago. 
Ufa had then a bliu andiveetneu that it nevec 

Oh! to think how all w«> ahadaired— liiten aiid 
I'll tell yon how. 

lwaa"Boa"~I think I told you— on this lenjtth 

Only I had fewer workert ; you have six, I'd only 

Tear and wear was eaay managed — all onr trouble 
ohiefly lay 

When aonie old abandoned working underneath the 

line gave way. 
Then 'twHB marah with pick and ahovel, all the lame 

by day oi night, 
fioarcely time a aru«t to awallow till the place agaia 

waa right. 

Da joa lee the old bank yonder anrring off bedde 

the mill T 
Made to work the Umeitone TralBa from the old 

mice up the hiU; 
Yuu can lee the wide gap in it where the moorland 

bum mna through, 
lu thoie daya a grim old gangway, railed and 

ale^peted, joined the two. 
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All unelifiDged by time the brooklet mm nnil 
But of all ita grim old timbers not r single planli ii 

Nothing heuviet thnt I know of ever crousd it In 

my time, 
Thnn our boggie-track with metala or a three-ton 

load of lime ; 
Bub the eWiier lint's itill sinnding, bailt b; Billy 

In tliose dnyg the pUoe ffM known ns "Oh(T«[ 

GiiBn'B ballsat Ije." 
Tliere we kept onr ttock at odJ thingg, uaeJ for 

(ioiug up repaira, 
Sucli HB rails and blades for awitchcs, spikes, and 

bolts, and keys and chairB, ^ 
As a stare the pluce was baniiy, we hart found it so 

foe lung. 
Every day on earth we nsed it, never anything went 

Tin we did it once too often, that wet autumn after 

Jiibhec we had toiled lesa smartly, or the night bad 

In our hurry, mid the darkneM, never could tell bow 

or why: 
Home we went and left the switches fastened for 

the ballast lye. 
'Tnas my daty to have seen them, but benuiDbeil 

with cold and caia, 
rd forgot toiotandlock them for tlie single line again ; 



Two hours later down the Moorland "Hunter'n" 

train came driving on. 
Never knew they onghtaboutittUI tUs awful wreck 

" Hunter," you have heard about him, driver of the 
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Ever; morning, every sTaning, dovD theBtansh ui4 

back ngnld ; 
Ever7 momiag, every eveoing, toamomeDt ibBrp 

and lure, 
He and young Bob Blyth, hii itolier, rattled up and 

Evflrybody leemed to know tham, long ttie joUy 

DoHD and up the old branch railway with their grim 

old " Qinety-one." 
Suoh a ■liaky, roagli old engine never dmgged along 

Not an iaob of alielter on her from tlie itormy wind 

Jack could put her -to her matui, all about her 

•treogth ha knew, 
And could tell you to a waggon what the black old 

dame could do. 
From bar lUggad, rnki^h funnel how iba tparki 

would flnraand fly. 
Till the glare wnB red refleotad fur abava bar on the 

■ky; 
Always running to a minute, till the timple oauntry 

folk 
Sat their elooki and waichea to him — Hunter's train 

was eight o'clook. 
I'd a aoB then, Snt and only, dearer to me tar than 

Ufe, 
Given a> a parting token of nffeotion by my wife, 
'Neath my watebrni care he'd grown np atout of 

heart sod itrong of limb, 
And rd pictured somelbing better (haa u railway 

life for him ; 
But bis heart wai with the enginea, boUuds alia he 

eared to know. 
And though Bora agaioat my wiabe*, I'd at length to 

let him go ; 
Stoker on the ahu nting pilot waa the post he wenito fill, 
Brothera could not love each othec mora than they 

did, be and BiU. 
Well, that night, m I have told you, on e*me 

" Hunter" witli hia train, 
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HecdIsBB at the pitch; darlcDess, beedleu of tbo 

All unfenring, unsnipectiug, on thp; c&me Tith 

clniik ntid din, 
Kotting knowing of (heir danger till the engine 

Till she re&chcrl the liiidga, whose limben nndet- 

neAth hev cicaked nitd bent. 
Ere tliey snnpped, and men nnd engine clown int« 

There tbe gu»nlB fonnd poor Jnck Hunter, bruiaed 

and blistered, on the plate ; 
He had closed his resulator and leTenel, bltt all 

too Inte. 
When the glimmer of their h:ind-lamp« on hia 

smoke-s limed face was cast, 
Something aeemed to any within them that tia 



iker, all onhnnned by 
1 firml; by n heavy 



Cloae beaiile him lay the sti 

fHE or ateam, 
Only caught and wedged ii 

timber beam. 
" Sight I" he whispered, when they mked him, " if 

Diy leg was only free. 
Hnrry off with Jack and help him; after that 

attend to me. " 
And, tbe foola, they went and did it ; half-an-boar 

waa apent in vain — 
Half -an-honr of bootless laboar ; Hnnter could not 

All the while the flood was rising, creeping round 

the poor lad'a form, 
AU unheeded and unnoticed, in the darknest, 'mid 

For the wreck had dammed the water, and bad all 

but stopped ita flow— 
Every moment creeping higher, awFal aure but 

awful alow. 
Quiet and patiently hs waited, with no thought at 

all of fear ; 
One atrong pull of willing workera, and hia leg 

woald Boon be clear. 
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Anil thsy oune anil orowdad round hlmi etjerly 

thsy pulled ftt him; 
Bat their Inboar all i>MbDotl«ti; fixed and *woUen 

was the limb. 
Palled the; till tlie jointB nnd ainewi leemeJ to 

orflolc hanosth tha atmia— 
Till the poor lad ■vamieJ nnd fainted, overaoma 

with cold and pnin. 
Then tliB hardy miners gathered from tiielrhata 

beyond the bUl 
Hearing lights, and piaka, and )hoTel«, ttioag of 

heart, nod himd, and will, 
"Cat an outlet for the vaCeri through the bant," 

A BtrcnB voice cried ; 
Fifty jpiol" and Bfj aho!el«, driring through ths 

enrth, replied, 
Eaob ons tritU the atreagth of tireaty plied hia toil 

wiLii ceaieleat din^ 
Stepping oat in turn exhausted, freiher worlierl 

Who stood round tbom, lendy, iraiting, eager eiery 

btnok to Bll ; 
But the harder that they laboured, higher roae the 

wntera abilL 
UaH to 'wlielin tbeir hapleis lictim, alleotlj they 

hemmad liim in, 
Till bis nrina ware undfr water, then bla neot, and 

Higb above the noiaa nnd buitle eier roae hia wail- 
ing cry, 

"Save, oh, a»»e me from the waters. lift me— 
help me ere I die ! 

Hold my head," ha moaned, imploring; "bide — 
oh, bide it nil from me !" 

And tbey bunud a napkin round him, that the flood 
he might not aae; 

And they guthered round about him, terror-itiickeD, 

Wnitiiig fur the anful closing; but the end waa 
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Help he prayed for, help they cocld not ; such wu 
Through their hearts like poiaoned daggers went hU 

Yet thtj Btood, like helpleu infanta, mute snd 

BoullMs, KRiing on, 
Till itBrii nature, foiled and baffled, fought till she 

could fight no more, 
Came the last convuliire gurgle, and the wenry 

atrife was oVr, 
Thenit wa> those itroDg-orm'd toilen, ■triviog fierce 

the tide to turn, 
Through the broad b:ink cut a paaaage, fonnil an 

outlet for the bum. 
Vain, alai, tlieir might; Ubonr, bootleu nov for 

AU the sinhing waters left them wai the dead, but 

'twas not " BiU ;" 
And they ran and quickly raised him, cold so soon, 

it sonrco could be, 
Fast ell human aid and succour, dead, and what a 

death had be. 
Would to God Fd done my duty, gone and laboured 

with the rest, 
Twould have made the flime leas scorching that 

consumea my brain and breast ; 
Leave tbe plnce I tried, but could not, something 

kept ms holering near, 
reeling eager through the darkness, listening with 

I could lea the picks and shovels glandng in the 

InriJ light, 
I could hear the poor lad's wailing wafted to me 

through the night. 
Bat I dare not venture near Lim, No, loould not 

That wild look of awful import, bia large eyes would 

Like a robber in tlie dorkneM, there I hid my form 

Like n coward, I fled the battle, when I should have 
led the (ray ; 

I 
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Not till nil WEB post and ended did I d*TS to venturo 

nigh. 
Hekven '. oh, vliiit an nvifal pictaro met an erring 

fnther'a aje. 
Wliat an end te all mj hoping, nliBt * dond an ill 

wjivf. 
Id the cold, dead form before me, I beheld mj 

hapI«Ea boy, 
Whs it nlln ghBitlfiision, vae it real, and could it be! 
Was it only lomo dread nightmaro, with its iron 

No, 'twciB real, I itnred in horror, God ! aboTa Die, 

And my soul went ainking downward to ti fatbom- 

Sente, nnil sight, and thonght, and feeling, from 

thnt nwCul hour were gone, 
And they led me home a mnniao, cold and aoullesa 

ns a stone ; 
Nothing aee I with m; vision, all ii pitch; dark aa 

night. 
Nothing but the ciiing waten ever cornea before my 

And I cannot move a mnacle, chained in horror and 

With the dead face of my darling gazing Out apoa 

me there. 
Did T raise a tingle finger toaaaist him in hii fight T 
Oh ! the blood of mjr poor lost one cries unto me here 

to-nigbt. 
rmnmeniao, yes, Inm,iir, andtheEtiarecomingon, 
m be chained, and raving wildly, ere another day 

has gone ; 
Clad I am yoa're listened to me, thougli the story 

It has eosed the awfnt presaare omahing through 
my blood and brain. 
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.ilaray btutte, vlth Iti ever- 

v*i loinething c'bo ihtn Haven 



lib ing on my to 
I bncl longed for' 

Batlfounilmtime 

nnd ovets>'e<!i'>> 
BpoilBil in boyhood, to bogin with, I grew wnjw«rd, 

beedleas. wild, 
Unreitniined and UDrestiioted, Up to mnahood from 

■ ohiU; 
Krery thing tlint MTOured goodneu I moit inomf ally 

reviled. 
Enooked nbout I wiu a trifls, m all nilwit; handi 

tnnat b« : 
Bnt I knew my work, nnd did it, oreeping ilowly 

^1 the BInnkton it&tlonmuter left ; hti place wa* 

I was fai too yonn;, I know it— far too green for 

iuoh a plaoe ; 
Enoh a heaTy charge ai Blankton I wiii very loth to 

Bui the pay wasiomctbinghandaoma ; money altera 

many a case, 
K«cp the hooka, collect the obaigea, meet the traini 

na Ihey weie due, 
Keep nn eye en yard and ■taUon-' every thing, in 

tact, to do — 
Were the dutiea th«y expected from i lad of twenty- 
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Kigbt snd da; continnhl biutle— mdlen toil tt 

iwmed to b« — 
Neier brenthing time ft miniit?, tl«Vtr twm the 

tlDtiei tree ; 
Older men with more etperieuM wonH have failed, 

tfae same na me. 

All the tiling! ill oOlM-vorkingl could nitti? lightly 
AVotli the telegraph antleaUa ; all of Iheaerddooe, 
ntried 

When the "op" " ^^gh^■Good^" wa« h*»»j, and got 

Inte to lave dehif , 
Twag the rale tor Bogatone JonetioD roan to vrira 

nanpand-ay 
That tlieir work wag done, and g«t ont leaTe e'er it 

could atart away, 

Till one eventng, bnay poriag o'er mj month') out- 
standing liat, 
IiCgi, and armi, and neck, and bod; geltiog man; ft 

tnn and Iwitt. 
All waa Tiln ; it would not balance ) aoma eon- 

foanded thing waa miassd I 
Tom, the lad who watohed the needlei, same aeroa 

to let me know 
Tliat the goods w«s right at Bogitone. Wonld ha 

bloolcherT lnld"No:" 
At the moment, quite forgetting, we hail let the 

" local" go I 
Fnntiog bnlf-a-minute later, through m; bnin it 

oraaheil and cleft. 
" Stop that meaaage, bo; '" I ahoated. All too lata 

— thegoodahad lef 1 1 
Then T aoaght the platform wildl;, like a man of 

jnind bereft. 
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Diuppearinjt in the diitance, vhere the line curved 

roanil the bill, 
Theu n dnrlmeu gatbeied round me, he»iy charged 

with coming ill. 
All was done lo quick, ■<> simple, hj the aciatching 
By the ligning of that mnsnge, how mj bitin 



Twill the office and the plnttotm, like a mnddened 

fool, I flew, 
Twentj times in twenty seconds, whiit I did I 

Send for doctors now, and oufBos, nothing else whs 

left to do. 
Ealf-n-dozen witliog warken on their gbssti; errand* 

sped. 
Ordering Bnccour for the living, ordei ing trapping! 

for the dead, 
In the meek thnt wka to happen some five miles or 

Came the crash, or wm it fsncj to my eat the 

■tiiDgfl sound boro 7 
'Well I knew its dieadfnt import, all was done, the 



Long the iron slamber held me, days, and weeks, 

end months flew by, 
Vaoant'eyed, bereft of reason, living, none cared 



Vain, ah I vain, were Atercy'a pleadings, Justice 

mast, and did prevail, 
I hongb a braised lead and broken, all nnoared for, 

helpless, frail, 
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In whon damp Bnd disnuJ darknaa, like ft giiiltj 

thiDg I Uy, 
mi thsj broBght me up for judgment, gniltj, what 

Am conl J I u;, 
Hftif the town vera gkthered, ready, there to iwear 

my life away, 

Hati, vitli baadi of orape, were common, vidotr'i 

needs were atreagely tifs ; 
Seai-ce a home but had Iti victim killed ontrigbt, or 

mximcd fur life ; 
Here a voman monraed a hmiband, tbere a baibatid 



Then they read the charge agalnit m«, itrongly 

warded, clear, and cool ; 
Kothingbat a careleia worker, nothing bnt a lery 

fool, 
Oould have, erea for a moment, gone again v> dear 

What a pnnishinent they gave me, 'mong the dregs 

of ©nrth to roam, 
Ten years in some convict prison, miles away ocrou 

the fonin, 
While a brute, red-dyed with murder, got nine 

niontlia tn stay at home. 
But 'tis over now, thank Goodneis, I've paid well 

for mj mintake ; 
Tenrs I've spent among the ronghesl and the vilest 

crime can make ; 
8nd and sore the recoUectioni which those memories 

Back again I am, however, full of hope, with 

naught to fear; 
Back to those bright scenes of boyhood, hid for many 

a weary year — 
Yonder is the dear old dwelling, half a mile or ao 

fiom lierc. 
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Yonder, I can lee mj mother, gBtLering wnxilu je In 

Son ihe'i obHnged, I hanJIy know Ler, dur aid 

■oat, ibs'tl hm to-dty 
Hav the lad ihe apoileil with liiuH wu not drowned. 



J^OK weenp. 



fO I mtnd jRok Woodi, the bntkiimBD I Tea, If 
an; ihonld, I ODght ; 
Ai hii Moond on the long road man; a eheer; ahUt 

I wronght, 
Ai a ihaDtei, ihaip and aotive, full of watohlalneia 

Yon will never Hod hit equal on a railmq* any- 

We're had aomr mre haadi, I gnmi 70a; bat a 

belli more Had and good 
Never Uid hii poor bniliei] body 'mong the ilamber- 

icg multitnde. 
I can abo well remember bow, the ity before he 

died, 
Am we itarted oa oar joniney he oarae oin to tnj 

•irle; 
SiTiLet "Bill, we've ran aa mate* now on this rood 

a pretty while ; 
Inonr ontl and ini together we're gone over men; a 

Yet onr task baa never left ua ; we've got alwa; 

asfelj Ihrongh, 
While many aii older hand'! (ot flie), and many a 

young one too ; 
But onr time will oome for oertain — bow, or when 
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Like the dogi yon hmr them aing abont, eacb gnnrd 

' will hats his ixj.' 
No mntt«F liow we vatoh her, or how itrong nod 

well we feel. 
We'll be tosied, and onuhod, and done for bf tha 

taming of a wheel ; 
Sa, if nnfChing ahauld happen, Bill — eiciue me 

epeeking pUin, 
Bat 7au're next in turn for charge, yon know, end 

would take np the train — 
Ton will find in m; old jacket, in the oaraer of the 

A letter from my brother Tom, who yean ngo went 

He liBi made hia pile of ilolUra, and has took it in 

his hesd 
Some little ilefat he owed me once hu never yet 

bean paid, 
And, kuDwing I'm contented with my preaent 

roving lifa, 
He lins settled Bomething handsome on my tittle 

onee and wife, 
(fill yon take the letter to her, Bill f She has not 

I JDst got it from the postman on the ttreet before 

I laughed the while I promised at his strange and 

S'jlemo facp, 
And vowed thflt in a pnlpit yal he'd fill a parson's 

plsoe. 
I tried my best to cheer him up, and drive hia fears 

"You surely do not mean," I aaid, "to die right 

ofE to-day ? 
And, wji"''" more, we're not prepared Juit yet to 

let you lake the ahelf ; 
So keep the letter, Jack, and live to take it home 

yourself." 
We bad leM to do than oaual at the atationa np the 

hill; 
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We had ronolicd the Beilitone qoftrriei, nliere vie 

■tood rii liouiB no less, 
Through bbiealidawD ia the tannel, to the Livei- 

pool EipreM ; 
She'd been mnning cloie before ua, till the brenking 

oUchnin 
That tecnretl tome heavy limber in the middle of 

the traio. 
Filled the nrch from top to bottom, hlookiDg both 

the "Up" and "Down." 
With A woild of balea and boxea on their vn; front 

Bails nere twisted, sleepers broken, wheels had 

snapped like paper rings — 
While tie caupliog cliolaa had jmrted lilie ns mnnj 

When tbe Bingle line nas opened, after half a day's 

We had two more houn' detention letting " Gipen 

lioard" trains anay. 
Ohatlej Chapman waa our driver, not tbe fastest, 

not the best— 
Btlt bis engine waa a duffer, and had long been 

anderpreit ; 



He could not have made a minut 


eten had he fait 


inclined. 




It waa therefore little wonder we 




behind. 




When we reached our destination 
■Twii:t ont eomi'ng in and going w 


and the train was 


bad but one hour 


There were spare guards to relie 


ve us, who'd linve 


taken on the train, 




But we did not care for Waiting 


nd brought back 



; smoothly on the journey ti*l we passed the 
le line, 
itoupcl lo put ofp trnfilc on tlie lireckinhiU 
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We'i a train of forty wageons, I'd gone forward to 

At the Inat place where we lifted, to be ihuper with 

the ehunt. 
VThen the driver ehal the iteam off us the atatiua 

I out off, expecting Jnek woulJ put the break on in 

the renr; 
Put the wnggona in the aidingi waved the driTer 

back ngnin. 
And leaped on the tender buffers to attach it to the 

Wildly atnred I throngh the darkness, what! oh 1 

mercy, coolj it be? 
Not the Glimmec of n side-light, not a wajgon could 

Then tlie awful truth Sashed tbiough me, and my 

terj heart stood still, 
At tliB scenes my fancy pictured darkly edged with 

coming ill ; 
Then a shadow oiosseJ my visioD, like the changes 

of A dream. 
And I ahouted, but the cohoea only aniwared back 

my scream. 
Overcome at length, and weary nith the long and 

toilsome day, 
Jack had dozed into a alambarand tbe train bad ran 

On tbe wrong road, backwards rushing, of bia danger 

Oh I what fearfnl wreck and rain if the next train 

met him there- 
Would the pointsman at the i^uarriea shift the i>ointB 

and run him through ? 
Ah ! Tain hsiie, tbe speedy London was already 

Then I shouted to the driver, while my face with 

terror glowed, 
Leaping wildly on tbe engine as be clashed her 

tbroogh tbe road; 
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DovQ the hill the came like thunder to bee rerr 

utmoat prest. 
We hull life and deivtb before oa, ani ve did our 

From the tunnel blaied the oindetB, lighting up the 

aky wiLb glare, 
While the eerie abrieking wbistlu woke the atnitleil 

midnight air, 
But 'tWHB bootless, all vaa over ero our ince had welt 

begun. 
All the wreck we feared and drended fand been 

terribly done ; 
When we saw it and had stopped her, led and smok- 
ing from her mce ; 
Oh ! what fiends of desolntion seemed to stare us 

in the face ; 
Hopeless ruin, like a river, spread before us wild and 

wide; 
Wheals and waggons, heamB and buffers, filled the 

Here nn engine, half demoliBhsd, like Bome gtaod 

old tumbled tower, 
Nat a single trace remaining ai its mightiness and 

' Tbere a tender, bent and broken bj some wild Ti- 

tanio fling, 
From its mgged side and riven plates tlie water 

trickling ; 
Both the driver and the stoker, when the? >aw the 

tail lights near. 
Had leapt oif, and, save Eome scratch^ and n nastj 

fright, got clear ; 
But poor Jack waa killed; we found him with no 

trace on liim of pain ; 
All uacouBcious he had slumbered till be met the 

other traia. 

Did I find the letter? Yes, air, and I have it with 
I had everything to settle up, hia poor wife took so 
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Long 'twiit life aad death she lingered ; she vns 

■weak for many > day. 
Then she rallied, and hU brother came and took them 

And they've asked me out bo often to the back-woods 

where they dwell ; 
But they wan'l excuse me this time— they hnre pnid 

Though I've nlwBjs liked the r»ilwsy, with ita end- 

lePB rush and ring, 
I've mnde up my mind to lenve it, anil go out there 

in the Bpring. 



wpe 13 3HEV 



THO is ehe? Don't you know het! She's 



Since the night that Tommy Temple made the 
spill, 
When hoover-ran tbe tignala, now a dozen yean 
"SO, 
And rushed right into the mail and smashed her 
wild, 
There'sawdrd, strange look about her to a mnn who 
does not know. 
Yet she flits about as barmless as a child. 
Eiery morning with ber carriage shooomea regularly 

To drive her husbsnd and the chililren bomc. 
Sut the dowers have decked the woodlands, and 
the fields grown bare and brown, 
And she's waiting stilt, and still they do not some. 
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Not a (ingle da; she misieg. Piampll; at the hour 

Mint she have tbe cnmn;{e wnltiag nt the door. 
Where she's nlviLja dnwed and rend;. To tlie train 
nnd back agnin 

She has diivei, now a dozen yean and more. 
And tbe wnEgoii for tb^ir lugga^ ahe muat ord«r 

No matter hov, it miut be vailing there. 
And ihe nerer leairea the Btation till the train bni 



KoC till biiahed is all then 
Doei she tbink of going hi 
■aitneBS in her tono, 
She will epenk and >a;, "How atrangc they have 

And 1 alwajs answer quietly, as I tell Iier o'er 

^ ° "" )lo°g, 

missed the triiin, 
They'd have >ent her word had anything been 
wrong. 
Then her eyes will gleam a leooDd with a strange, 
contented glow, 
And the glassy film will blind them np once more. 
And ahe'U mutter as she loaves me that she hopes 

Bat she never knew them miss the train before. 
And I'll see her to the carriage, and before I shut 
the door 
She will hand me from her purse a tiny sam, 
And ril get the same ijuiet order that I've got so 
oft before 
To assist them with their luggage when they come. 
I nerer will forget the shock that thrilled Die 
through and through 
WheD the message came that told na of ths spill. 
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But DO word came to laj Lad; from her htubnod, 
and I knew 
Thnt his ■ilence on the aobject boded ilL 
With Bwcet KoBB nnd SlHy, hU daughter! fnir u 
blooming floven in Juno, 
With hii firBt'burn hope, his eldest only ion. 
Be WHS triivelliag next tlie engine in u splendid nev 

When the smssh was made tlint killed them 

All (hnt drearf Hay she waited, hoping engar but in 
vnin. 
All the night long too she lingerBd pale and dumb, 
Gazing out iuto the iliirkness for the long-eipected 

Tetter f«r for her if none had sror come. 

But it cnme nt Inst, and brought her alt her dear ones 
bruised nnd dead, 
What a sight for wife nnJ mother's eye to see i 
ReflHon lingered fur s little— then from all her being 
fled, 
And she passed into the gloom that wjib to b«. 
Down sho Bonk upon llio idatfotm wiih u strange 
unearthly sigh, 
Anil II clammy chill crept o'er her taco i.nd brow ; 
Wlien we mised her n[i we noticed in her ouce bright 

The snire dull, vneont stnre that'B in them now. 
All the glorious glndsome sunlight of her hnppy Uto 

A helpless harmless maniac went she home i 
r.ut before ele left the station she cried orei to me, 

Youll assist them with the Inggnge when they 

What a shriek waa that! My Lady's? Nay, it 
surely cannot be, 
She wtiB standing here beside us eren now ; 
Yes;oh<:od! struck down and bleeding in the f oar- 
foot way was she, 
'Motig the cnrringeB she stambled in somehow. 
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She'J beta laarchiag more than usail, peering ioto 

In ft bootleg) quest for what we oonid not tell ; 

And hnd no doubt aeen a vision of her dear ones in 

the train, 

And hdd mede a ruih to reach them ere <be tell. 

Dead ! tboae eyee, tliough atil! within them vai 

that same dull leaden atare, 

God had thought it meet to oall hi« wanderer 

And ahe'a gone to join her deaf tmn in thoae 

Thej'vB boeq waiting all tboae yeara till she woul J 



DUJdJdf JdlLiFaN- 



^R EAF and dumb, a atrnnge weird Ggore, Dninm]' 

(M Milton Btnlked along, 

Horoj-handed, dark, and BWaitby, bTiwny- 

miucled, balB nnd strong ; 
^ot a ateadier, surer toiler ever wrought oar ranka 

amoDg. 
Boay at bia poat of iJiity many a day bii form wai 

Where the bridge with one great archway apani the 

wooded valley green, 
Near the two great cedatone guarriea with the nul- 

way through between. 
Twenty years upan the surfaoe toiled lie for his daily 

Now far in the Iialf-mile tunnel to the flickering 

oil-lamp's glare, 
Now apoD the high embauhment in the puree, 

cleaF«r air. 
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AXwitjt hontiDg ftftsr lomethiiig, atva;i fBrrettiag 

Mnn; a failure mluod by othen Dummy Milton 

pointed out, 
LingLing ever at our blindneu with hii itnnge 

lialf iqueali mi shout, 
la OUT gouip with hia fingen Miltou alwayi had hii 

Bay, 
Puffing like umB hamao engine ai be tdled the 

lira-loDg day, 
Ever gnmtiug, ever talkioE in hia atrange aadhum- 

liVamiiigT No ! he never needed — raini might beat 

and windi blow high. 
Some atrange iuatinct told the Dummy always when 

a train wna nigh. 
What he lacked in speech knd hearing he had gained 

in brain and eye. 
Sharp bf dn;, the same by darkneu, morning grey, 

or twilight dim, 
Many an old, eiperienaed drlrer, oity-flngered, 

unoky, grim, 
Vowed there never was an engine ateaming that 

conld injure bim. 
Ever Brat to leave the four-foot clear for an approuh- 

Never last when ahe had paued him to reaame bii 

Heaven bnowa what a world of finoiea mast hnve 

filled his dreamy bisin, 
Mwiy a higher-gifted mortal, many a fellow-worher 

Almost swept down ere they knew it, by some 

engine unaware. 
Owed tbdi very life and being to the watchful 

Dummy'i care. 
Dummy Milton, in bis younger days, had won and 

Lore it must have been that brought her there to 
share hia sileat life ; 



..gniaOb, Google 



LA Y8 OF THE LINE. 



Hftntl ID hand they bravely battled through life's 

veary toil end etrife. 
For a helper luid oompanioa Pcovidenoe had lent 

her there ; 
And Bhe did her daty, hleea her, tending him with 

Not a tldier-dreBied and cleaner than the Dummy 

anywhere. 
When her first sweet babe she bare him, came he in 

with mutteringB queer, 
Ufted up the tiny sleeper, placed it on the table 



How the rosy dreamer wakened, ecaitled wildly 

with the fright ; 
' Hot the father, when he found ite Tnlued eenae of 

bearing right. 
Took it in hie arme and kieied it, dancing round in 

wild delight. 
Killed at last wai Dtunmy Milton, on that dismal, 

dreary day. 
When a dull, dark, misty raantte over bill and val- 

When Bill Baiter let ih« waggoni down the wrons 

Bound the curve into the catling like a flash ot light 

they swept, 
"Wliere the Dummy and his fellows at their posts of 

duly kept ; 
One wild shout by all together as thoy oat for safety 

Onward mshed the waggons past them, in their 

wild, tetrifie run; 
All hai] leajied for life and saved It — all got olear 

Crushed and bleeding in tbt four-foot, Dummy Mil- 
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Uuiy a kiudl; heart growB saddened, iDsnr a tender 

ere glows dim. 
When we tel! tbem how we fannd him, torn nnd 

mongled limb from limb. 
Who'll pcqvide for Widow Milton dow the faithful 

Dumnij'ideadT 
Who will put a. lay of nmlight into all the gloom 



; Ha will give 



IN 'PHE INEIKflTI^F. 



stfO ! you nver there in the eOTnec, what malteit 

gt. you 80 woefully bad? 

A» if none but yourself on the sarface of thia old 

eirth of oura ahould be sod ; 
Wha.t'g the uae o£ this howling and groaning? ace 

you anything worse than the reat ? 
The man who meeta troublea light-heftrted is the 

msD that geta over them beat. 
It ii not of your own aelf you're thinliing — it's yont 

heart, not your bead, that ia aore ; 
Got a wife and four ehildren to work for, then yon 

ought to keep up aU the more ; 
Lost a leg when engaged at the harreat with a 

rickety reaping macnine, 
Not a crash witb a sUty-ton engine — just a eutwith 

a knife q.uick and elean. 
Tou'ts been luokieT far than I fancied, keep up 

heart and yonll quickly get tbrougli — 
Notamanin the ward that I know of has lesB cause 

to make faces thna yon ; 
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Fm lurprued to observa joa «o tender nnd w down 

in the roovtb ; look at ne — 
Not f onr age b; s baU-dozen lammen, and jet in 

mf time I've lost three. 
Oaonotbe? Tes,itoan; ontherailoiiTthTeetimea 

in ni7 dny I've been hit ; 
It youll listen ni tell ion my story— it miiy mise 

up your spirits s bit, 
EaiBB jonrself, if yoa can, on yonr elbow, wipe thai 

nasty dsrnp sweat from youi brow ; 
Never think ot your trooblei— that's better, jon 

look % bit plefuanter now. 
Twelve yeara or so past I wu working a, inrtiuieman 

down ia the West, 
I was out going over the Beotioa a good bit away 

from the rest. 
Where (he single line branch to the Lead Works 

strikes Bwaf through the woods to the East, 
From the Janction points donn (o the cabin 'twas a 

foil bnndied yards at tbe least. 
'Twaa a stoimy wild day in December with some 

nasty showers going about. 
It was more to be full in the pay-sheet than for 

anything else we were ont ; 
Tom Jones was on shift in the cabin— Tom was 

guilty of doing things rssh, 
He was sacked only some two weeks 8f(«r tor caus- 
ing tbe Muddlaby imash, 
Twas my work to examine the Ewitehes to see they 

were proper and clean— 
T bad done so and fannd a hard whinstone wedged 

firmly and surely between, 
And had put in my foot to i^move it that the blade 

might get oloae to tbe rail, 
When the pointimsn away at the cabin drew them 

over to let through the MaiL 
Throngh the BbUl? Yes, I saw ber approaching, 

and a eold chill went through me like ioe; 
Though I shouted and iDTeamed all waa bootlesi, I 

was hsM by the foot like a vioe ; 
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I eonld Bee her huge form in the dutttniM, lomethiDg 

leu than a h&lf-mils twKy ; 
What ooonrred in the next thirty aeoondi I Derez 

oonld very well ny, 
1 can only remembet I ahoattd, every ibift to get 

clear did I try, 
But the gtsip of a giant mw on me, not a >oaI ever 

heeded my cr; ; 
I caa only lemembet ot leeing the great snortiog 

thnnderer near, 
And o( lading me iowa in the foni-foot and of 

keeping my other limbs clear. 
On ahe iped like a flaib through the jnnotion, every 

wheel as it piisa«d I coolJ see, 
Then a blank came, and when I recoTsred, they had 

took my leg oB by the knee ; 
I wai young and ligbt-bearted, howerer, and got 

over mj trouble T%bt quick. 
Though tor sarfiioe work crippled and done for, I'd 

to throw down the ehovel and piok. 
But the Company looked to my welfare, had they 

not 'twould hare gone with me hard, 
And they aent me np here to be cheoker, and oek 

after the work in the yard ; 
And I might have continued to do lo m the lame 

way for many a year, 
B^ not hlind Billy Brigga with his pilot Imocked 

me down end again sent me here. 
In the yard with bia old Hawthorn engine, a> Jie 

ahonti, ihnata, and rattlei away ; 
He's a rough driver too, is he, Billy, he haa knocked 

off a few in his day. 
And to take my good leg it waa ihamefal, 'twonid 

have pleaied me a mighty deal more 
Bad he ran hii wheels over my wood one ai wis 

done not ao long since before. 
Sot I'm not the least doll nor despondent, as soon 

u I'm able and lit, 
I hare never been starved that I know ot, they will 

find me a tidy job yet ; 
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What, die io a ditoh Idod of dog-like I have no sncli 



Keep out bearts up and eing irhile we're able ii the 

very best tLiDg we oiin do, 
I liare danced far tivelve yean npon one Btamp, I 

might dance other twelve upon two ; 
Wbila for ohilblaine, for corns, and forhnniona I 

will eel along nicel; without. 
And a man whose got no understandings need bave 

Lttle to fear from the gout. 
Bnt my third leg 1 have not yet told yon. Coming 

Lome one dark night through the If ea, 
I'd been tLinliing and dreaming of aomething, and 

m; eara were asleep with ray eyes, 
When the engine tliat abnnta the branch trafflo 

doming sharp ronnJ the curve in my rear, 
Qave ma aueb a swift blow with the butter that 

down I went luckily oleai. 
I had jnst got a nev atomp that morning in the 

place of my noiay old peg, 
Twae so well made yon could not hare known it 

from a good working natuial leg ; 
When I fell it lay right on the metals, on past me 

the old engine flew. 
Not n scratch had I got in the tnmble, but my new 

leg was eat right in two. 
I was stunned for a time, and aome fellows coming 

up where I lay got a fright, 
When tbey found my leg off and me senieleu, tbey 

thoDght I was done for outright ; 
So thej bound the leg up in the trouasiB, and se- 
cured it as firm as it would, 
Got a board and awn; to the doctors, they conveyed 

me as fast aa tbey conld. 
No blood on tbe stump nor the bandage, nor yet on 

tbe ground at tbe place, 
That the fracture was bleeding internal was tbe 

verdict they paiaed on the case. 
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Ab they hurried aloDg with their harden to tie town 

*t a Toodrom rate, 
Never atopping nor reatlng k minuCe last the doctor 

■hmld aee ids too Ute. 
WliOQ Kt length the; got thers niid had l&id mo in 

the room at the buck of the ihop, 
Theiweatatood Iikebe«dsoDtheiiffto«, vithfatlguo 

thej were ready to drop ; 
Came the man of tbe pilhi and the powden with an 

ominous ehake of bb head, 
Whst, alegtekenoff on the Uulwayt It'BaTery 

bad biuineu, he aaid. 
" Jnat so;" they replied, "waa ran over, and we 

fiincieil the beat thing to do 
Was to get him put on to a itretehor, and brougbt 

dowD with all apeed unto you ; 
He'a n worker up there at tbe atation, a hnrd-work- 

ing, well-doing man ; 
TVe will aee you are paid for yonr servioe, and we 

know you will do what you eaa." 
By thii time I wu baok to my seoaea, and feeliog 

m jielf pretty right, 
I got up on one leg right before tbem, and I gave 

tbem a deuce of a fright. 
"What'a the meaning of all thii oonfnaion," 

I shouted aa Boon's I ooald speak ; 
" Ton have given me aucb a vile ahaking, my bona* 

will be sore for a week." 
"Oh, do you lie down," said one aofty, " your leg 

has been took off to-night. 
But we've biougbt you down bere to tbe Doctor'a, 

and he'll very aoon put you all right." 
"Legbe hangeti," leiclaimed to the Doctor, "as 

if Doflton could do any good^ 
It'a the Joiner neit door that I'm needing — he will 

make me another of wood." 
When I unatrapped the belU and tlie Bdnga and 

dieplayed them my broken-down pin, 
How the old Doctor laughed long and henity at the 

way tliey'd been all taken in ; 
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Thongli m; friends joinecl the fan and aesmed jolly 
I ooold tee by the looki they let fait, 

Tbsj'd have jiut been at pleaeed fasd my good leg 
been the one (hat wm off attei all. 



PE¥ ¥E1^ WE¥. 



fICKETS ready— tiokeia, pleaae, air, jnmpin' oot 
and JQiapiii' in, 
Never hauf a meecit'i ease, lir, frae we start till we 

Fast Eipreu and Uait and Local racin' np and 

oLaiin' doon, 
Stnitb-Qp Bvell and oountiy yoke! hunjin' tae and 

frae the toon. 
If ye ahoold, and then too ken o't, let yio paei— 

nie maitet whae, 
Never wad ye heat the m' o't till yer vera dedn' 

day; 
Slaoghtered wad je be Inatatiter, up they'd bing ye 

likeadnun, 
Tbro' the gate ye'd need tae oanter, " Fey yer wey 

or oot ye eome." 
"Wben for pleainre or diveraion dnty ae clear qnarter 

Some contonnded Oooke'a Bicnraion diapi in on tu 

Sotoa red-bonrded "Engine followa" spoila the beat 

banf-hourwe hae, 
We wsd leave it " holIaa-boUoi " bad we olaei tae 

But we havaoa, there the nerve ii jagged aa wi' an 

ether** atang, 
Naked earn' ye fae the Service, naked frae't yell 

need tae gang ; 
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Tnggili', tMrin' hnggin'. barlin' W to earn an 

Ever qoisan', evet qnsnellin', " Pey jet wey Or Oot 

ye come.'' 
CourteBj ia never Bhami na eithw frae laaii'a mauth 

Mony H )oo5^ triok'a plftjed on us by yer fine-fnced 

gentlemen ; 
Hat and coat aaii worn and ae«ily, iraiateont, breeka, 

and boota tbe aama, 
Skinny-featured, gapin, greedy, bcggaia a! but in the 

Tipa they're no the bleed to gie ye, harder atieka 

vere never grown, 
Tripence, man, they'd tak' It fne ye thongb it gnr'd 

But we gie out min'a an eoain', to a' tenaoa deaf 

and dumb. 
When tliey oanna fiu' their "Seaaon," 'Tey it'a 

then or oot ye come," 
Snft and eimple, sharp and ahifty, a' jn tarn oor 

haun'e came through, 
Hauf-fare lasaocka over fifty, growin' lada nt foiby- 

' Servant " comin' on to duty, misa'd the gooda — 
well no miaa jou, 

■Gueat!" Na gueas't yerael, my beauty, ticket'i 
what we want th' noo. 

'Paas," eiaotly, wa will know it after you've pro- 
duced the thing; 

'Seaaon!" Well, ye'll need to ahow it or well 

Bcaaon't wi' a " Spring j" 
Ticket." Havo'aa gotten ony, ninepenee ia the 

Sharp's the word, forlt up the money, "Pey yer 



Land of tartan-kilted championa, ihades of " Koy " 

and "Roderick Dhu." 
Here a freen frae yont the Grampiana "hauf aa 

drunk and twice aa fou ;" 
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Come awa', mj HieUo' laddie, waakeo oot yec 

dteam the noo, 
■We're no pey'd for waitin' a-d«j on n ileepj heid 

like you. 
Didnit bear ni leek yer tioket ? el»n jer tngi whsD 

ye gADg h>me ; ' 

"Gnng tas Niekf well need to niok it wi' oor 

Lost it ? Nonaenie 1 %" yet ponDhsi, nae time here 

tae haw and hnm, "" 

Noo, my freen', yer in oor olatohe*, " Pey jer wey 

or oot ya oome." 

Here's e, " First " eompartnient, fowet-in't a' wi' 
tiefceta for a "Tliird," 

Awfu' innocent thej glower in't, aanna iniLroety 

Freeni they're a' o' yio onitliet, fras New Catnlock 

airt tliiy earn' 
Ataggie LnQiler and her blither, Andrew Airmor'a 

Jean and Tarn— 
Sonce; taced and kintrk rigget, trains aFore they 

"~ ne'er had seen. 
Milkmaids frae aboot the Brijgate, sonr-milk Jooki 

frao Glesoa Oreen ; ' 

Didna ken, were jiat miitooken, here'a a liipeDcs 

No aae green aa cabbage-lootiin', "Pey yer wey or 
oot ye come." 

Here a big wig iireftrs like thunder, hear him how 

be anapa hia thoom, 
No a aingle seat, nae wonder that the "Fists "are 

Here'a a tat anid laird and leddy, each yin fill* the 

room o' twa, 
Feth I a train o' them wad steady ony engine e'er 

yeaaw, 
There'a oor aa]d frceod Pat O'Hnra, whitenin', rag, 

and mndyman, 
A' beside him but his harrow, amokin' like a chimin- 
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In beside him, htle and hsut;, Soop, tli« sweep, 
aa black's the Inm, 

TbOQcht it vas a "Tliird"m;eerty, "Perthcoddi 

A'tbs Tonghi and dir^ faoei, a' the riS-iaff o' the 

Straacht fras A;t or PubIbt Races, in a oluster 

com in' doDn, 
Sireetie-wifes and thimmel-Tiggeis, abniks and 
-^ ahairpera hurrjin' in ; "^ 
In below the seats ;e beggais, bnudle tip and auve 

yer tin ; 
lAng-eed Anndi; comes aboot, end nane's sse smaiit 

u hide frae him, 
Frae their dens he diavi them oot, and Idoks the 

>{ilt tns limpln' Jim j 
Nae niod here for hearts o' blubber, hard as flict 

sad black as gnm, 
Kick's the place for jon je Jabber, "Pey yer weyor 

oot yeeome." 
Shnirp and cute thongb time has made us, mony b 

haaner times we'A din, 
Mon; a so^Ie prsok ii played ui, listen and I'll tell 

In a " Third " oampartineat lateljr di gold cionles 

oa'd the onwk, 
A' but as pair vUe «ha blately sat and gi«ned, 

but never ■pok', 
Aa she'd on (he platform lingered, gloneiia' round 

Some vile lascal tany fingers stole her dcket, puise. 

At the ticket-lifting atatdon, pity sbe'd no get a 

Tbil wad be the salutation, " Pey yer wey or oot ya 

r^d aboot it, wondered 

Kent na what she'd dae witboot it, wad they tak* 



a she graned and gir^d 
where it could hae gane. 



..gniaOb, Google 



LAYS OF THE LINE. 



TiUuprsiseaBwell, nitranger, Uk' the use o'mine, 

It will keep ja oot o' danger, and be D»ne the wani: 

for me ; 
Dinna let them see tlie bach o't, wbete ye got it 

nsTer tell. 
Me ! nae fears, I hen the knaok o't, ante enongh to 

ni B.iil eUiir, I ne'er yet itkket, owre their een I'll 

draw the Bcum, ' 

Tboagh Tee beither piwa nor ticket, DOt I'll never 

need tae came. 
In bis new dada anilia' proodly, new-eome-Tnm 

gaed tiampiu' in, 
l^cketa please, he yelpit loodly, got them a' eioeptin' 

Tloltet! cried the Bwell, I gied ye't, pat it in yer 

bann the noa ; 
By my sang but you're an idiot, either tbnt or else 

Don't belier't, ye'U fin' my name on't on the back, 

Look them up ye'll see the same on't, there it is, 

Tam was din for yince, I'm thinkin', by my word 

ha lookit glnm, ~ '^ .-^ 

Hoa they laucheiT tae aae him elinkin', " Fey yer 
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BEltgiy H'N^BB. 



fOUCE Bet>T M'Nabb wu abHle wife, faw wives 
theirpaiitaadidihe, 
To Buld Bab she bad aye proved a rale wife, tbough 

Their waddin' I weel can remember ; elie wa« anoli- 

'Twaa anither May tied to December— he waB up 

in the forties ■omewhere ; 
But the ken'd irh> and what she waa takin', that bia 

heart wa» as bind bb 'twas Icne, 
And to lie on this bed o' hei makia' she never bad 

Though they could'na be cu'd [oitaae-makeia in 

their wee clean kept dairy upjjy, 
Wi' ita steadin' and hanf- score o' acres, wi' its pony 

an' hauf-dizzeu kye. 
Though but tew of life's dainties were grunted, and 

though humble in cleadin' and fare, 
They aye got as much as they wanted, were content, 

and the beat has nae mair ; 
A hamely gnrb clean and weel clooted, and a guid 

meal o' " tattiea m' dab ;" 
Qneens mEghtbe mair^eat, but Itlootit, than donee 

kindly Betsy M'Nabb. 
Uenit life, what a wonnerfu' olecldu' aroun' twa 

donee bodlea it bringB, 
Sio a wee orood o' ateeiin', hsart-breakin', fat, rin- 

aboot rattUa' things ; 
Since to jonmey through life baith thegether anid 

Hab and douce Betsy were wed 
Scarce a 'ear nam' bat broocht them anitbeJC Wee 

mooth that wad nead to be fed ; 
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Bat the guid God abnne, wha can leaien to the iree 

lamb the Btrength o' the wiu', 
For ilk helpless and wee nakilftlesBiii', tje took care 

to provide a Dew epin, 
Tbongh bothered at timei was the body ever toiling 

b; da; and by Dicbt, 
It hsd aje been her life-aim and atnd; to dae only 

the thing that was rieht ; 
^Lang, leng Bab had oot and in toited, helping or, 

(ill be coald'na help mair, "^ 
Till at length, blin' and lame andsair-doited, he lat 

donn in hia ain easy chair ; " 

Bnt she nerer complained o't oc cavilled, tbrongh 

life's wonnerfu' wearisome wab 
Hod tome threads in't eair wuSed and ravelled to 

donee, decent Betey M'NabS, 

Ko a ol^Bnlior wife nor mair tidy wad je meet wi' at 

market or fair; 
To the toon gaed abe doun ilka Friday to dae a' 

her marketin'a there; 
Her form was the Btrauchtest and tri gges t. The 

farmers' wives a' had oonfeast. 
Her^(;9 wercthe freahest and biggest, her bntter 

the Bweeteat and beat. 
Help she never was kent to need ony, ihe COnld pit 

thioga thegether and plan, 
She conld cairt coala and peats wi' the pony, ay, 

and handle a spade like a man ; 
She eotdd plow ap the grua', dreel, and set aye the 

spuds in her ain tattle fiel' ; 
Gold kens it she wore the breeks, Betsy, few men 

ever filled them sae weel. - 
While Bab aye needed mnekle attention, and 'twas 

muckle atweel that he gat, 
Aueht be wanted he jist had to mention and be got 

it, 'twas nae maitter what. 
And 'twas din wiihoot qnizzin' and qnarrelling, nae 

yowlin' nor gimin' nor g^; 
There As ne'er lic a gnid "anld man's darlin'" 

than she proved to be, Betsy M'Nabb. 
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And God blest her wi' hoaltli and wi' vigoar, and 

■he lived on in qa^t and oantont, 
And herbriflht face and bamelf-clad Sg me was made 

welcome wbersTerabe went, 
■nil ibe left him behind her na moiniti' foi her 

morkeCln' douQ at the tonn ( 
Bnt lang sre 'twai time far returnin', a sair ibook 

bad atruoken him doau. 
She b&d ne'er heard a whisper the m>ir o't, h>cln> 

sold Davj liadiej, the lurd, 
la bis feelin' way made her aware o't, and tanld 

ber o what he had beard, 
Dim her e'en grew that aye were the clearest, lail 

ber face grew that aye wore a amile — 
Oh I 111 haate hnino, ahe aighed, at the nearest, by 

the Line it will uve me a mila. 
Thia mora when I left be waa aittia' ricbt cheery, 

and oa'ia' the cracli, 
Hell be dona noo lair troubled and frettin', and 

wearily wiibin' me back ; 
Four miles was to ber little labour, that had ne'er 

darkened carriage or cab, 
Wi' goid day to the Idird, her kind neighbour, 

Bwa' gaed donee Betay M'Nabb. 



Donn the howm, hj the bnm, sabbin' saic'Warn op 
the brae, tad the lang plantin' tbiougb, 

Wi' a, broo tliat was bnmin' and oare-wom, and a 
heart that was hesTj and fou ; 

Sad the weary win wailed in bet hearin', c'er- 
buritened wi' ill seemed the air. 

Strange Tision glints erer sppearin' o' a face ahe wnd 

Ower the narrow brig, dreunin' nae danger, that has 

beard the daith moan o' a few, 
Wae's me, what a place tor a atraoger, when a Imin 

at eaoh end comei In view. 
Cam' the " Down" goods. Jack Thomson wha drove 

ber, saw a woman in front b; her dress, 
He whistled, she trichtened leapt over, ricbt in frunt 

o' the "LTp" L'ne Eipress. 
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There the ■urfacemeii f oHnd bei Bane efter, >ad the 

doctor was sent for wi' speed, 
Bat the last apaTko' bein' had left her, pnir kinil- 

heutcd Betty wBBdeid; 
Through tbo hale length aad breadth of the paritb, 

gned the news to ilk heart like a atab, 
A' bad fond recollections to aherigb o' the guid beBiTt 

o'lietBjM'Nabb, 



Hame, ay! it were weel vers w« a' gaun when 

life's weary faaobta ower, to the ume, 
AiUJ Kab never kent o' ber wa' gaun, be waa deid 

when they oartied her hame, 
Hia life-licbt that aae fitful waa bacoin', was 

quenched by the oaald baun' o' Daitb, 
Wha to save him tbe faeh o' returnia' had nmde 

ae snmmana dae for t1iem baitb. 
A' is wreck noo iu boose, byre, and stable, to fa' in 

e'en the roof has began, 
Nane to leeve on't since then has been able, she 

GODld dae what nae itheryin can ; 
Wi' the amlle o' content beamin' o'er her, ahe'd a 

wee Heaven there o' bee ain, 
She did what nas man did afote ber, and what one 

yinll e'er dae again ; 
But tbe seeds that on e«rth she has pnttin' will 

WliBt Bbe'a din hera'II no be forgotten when God 

calls his ain people home ; 
In tbe anld place o' graves on tbe biilaide, they are 

baith laid belun the aame slab, 
And je'll search bng and vain for an ill-aide in the 

life work o' tetey M'Nabb. . ^~ 
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WN oor famed sagsr tonn at the Toil o' the Bunk, 
Cs^ Which, f or commer<:e and trade, atands the fore- 
moat Id rank, 
Where the world waga alang wi' a never done olank. 
Where the rivets are driven wi' rattle and din. 
Where the sogitr gangs oot, and tlie beet-root cornea 

in, 
Wi' each aaort o' the engiae and puff o' the win'. 
Where the Gnest o' ahipa in the world are displayed, 
Where a' poor folk are paupera, where fartunea are 

And the land shark ia bteet wi' a flouriahing trade. 
Where he walta on hia victim nod makea him aecnie. 
Till the whole of hia wagea, hard won, are made 



1 goes away again poor, 
id jellow, from manj a 



And the tar that oame 
Where the blaok, ted. 

Have got mixed 'mong the whitea as the sand miie 

Where tliey proaper on evil and fatten on crime. 
Than Wattie M'llattie, sae qnait and aae qneei, 
A mair kindly, canny-gaun creature waa ne'er, 
Aye rinnin' and raain' 'tween platform and pier. 
No an hour o' the da; but hia form ye toiaht see, 
Wi' a load like a onddj 'tween atetion and quay, 
A haid-workin' chiel', but maiat wonDerfu' wee. 
Sio a comical body aa he waa, indeed. 
Aye Bcnddin' alang at the tap o' lui speed, 
Wi' hia wee legs and body and great muokle heid. 
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As gleg SB a veuel in buth e'e and sttr ; 
If 7s apeak o' the dell, vhj, the dell 'ill appear ; 
It ;e jnut vhiatled Wattle, loeh I Wattie wu near, 
A iohule, he ne'er darkened yin'i door in hii life ; 
A' hii bniiiieM tranmctiam be left to Ilia irife ; 
On the cuh her liana cloeed like the oliok o' a knif e. 



Naething rooied him aae mnoh ai to t&j he wu 

When to look for a porter soniebodT cam' roan', 
To gang aS., it micbt be, to the en' o' the tonn 
For fome ;iti wha wanted hii luggage brocht doan, 
Oot hla pencil and book fne bis poDch he wad draw, 
" Wad ye jiet write it donn, air, era jo gang owa, 
The name, hooie, and street, and tiie 'dot I'u to 

oa'T 
"I'm aae denied dnU o' heirin'," he'd «ay wi' a 

"Te'ie to bark la m; ear Uke the yelp o' a dag; 
It'i an awfv' aaii waot, air, the losa o' the lug." 
To the next yin be met bis wee book he wad gie, 
"Wi' without my anld apeoka noacht ht» oan I aee ; 
Wad ye kindly obleege an^ead this note to meT" 
Wi' a thank ye, air, gien In his auld-faahioned 

Naa ithers to read it he needed to seek, 

Yince he ken'd what it was, he eonid min't for a 

Blin' and deaf — neither yin nor the ither a wheet, 



Yet 'twas toom as a whistle his great muckle blook. 
Though he carried his timepieoe like a' ither folk, 
'Twaa a' Greek, lae fai's he kend, the face o' a 
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Wool I min' hoo Bab Bald, thtt'i Doa deid and ktcj, 
Thoaoht he'd tak' a bit aetooto' Wattle ae da;, 
And Tad ipcdr him tba time jiat to ue what he'd 

•ay. ~" 
" Wh«t'« the timer' " Dod, I'll aans taU ye that," 

leplied he. 
And hi) vatnh freehiapaacbiaaTiDklie gar'dflas. 
'When he'd held it a thoc£t in a line wi' hie e'e. 
To bia held gaed hia hnnn', to the Bide gaed his 

hat, 
Then he tamed the watch face rooa' on Bab fail 

and flat, 
" Goah me I" he crisd, " Bab, wad ye thooht it ma 
'" that?" 

Ony yin o' the ahapa that vaa pFeaent can tell 
Bab turned on hii heel, and hia jaw rather fell. 
He bad gotten a aet, but 'tw&s taen oot a' himael*. 
Waal it happened a'e day when ai thiang'ahe eoold 

be, . ' 

Shiftin' luggage and trnnka frae the boat to the 

quay, 
Wt' a big yin he trippit and fall in the aea. 
Ere a aooi could be cheepit the cry waa sent roan' — 
" Tbeie'i a bo; in the- water ; goid aare lu, he'll 

"lt'Baboy,"they a' ahoated that aaw him gaon 

Like a knife It cnt Wattie to hear what thej cried ; 
A boy ! Sio an inanlt he conldna abide ; 
It wa« vanr to diigeat than the mad o' the Clyde. 
"It'a a maa, no' a boy," he half-ohaoldt aqueoled 

Sqoirtla' water and mad thrangb hi* teeth and hia 

Boom loi life I no' a attoke wi' hia hononi in doot. 
Ihongh a aocra o' itrong haWa wad ha'e pn'd him 

He wadna a* maokle'a tak' oaf eh o' an oar ; 
A boy 1 he wai ne'et sae affronted kfoie. 
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"Catch the oar," cried Tom T^t, frae the Gt a' the 

"Oatoh the oai, oryell sink." "Let me diik; I 

rm n mao," gntgled Wnttie, m nud aa a bear. 
LiFe, mi pey aio a price for't, he cai'd oa oboot, 
ThoDgb he drooned vhire hewu, he'd pit lichtthe 

"It'ga man, cr; a mRD, or I'll DCTercDme oot." 
"It'i a maD," at lengtli akirled oot a DeETOol sqld 

And the papen next daj pnt an en' toe Ibe strife, 
WheD thej told boff a simple word Eaved a Uan's 
lite. 



wi^eNSED. 



fELL me not 'tis a faneifol picture. Ah, no 1 
aU too true i> the tale, 
Came n fiend in tbe fonu of a mortal 'neath the 

covei ot nigbt to the rail. 
Placed a block oa the down line before her, and 

ineokedthe Late Limited Mail. 
A £a>h and a flame in tbe dackncBi from tbe lighta 

of the overturned train, 
A crash and a breaking of timbers, a long, piercing 

echo of pain. 
And the bloom that sbone fair in the snnshine 

will ikever reblossom again. 
Flaod men coming bome from their hnsineas, from 

the bnatle and stir of the town, 
Fair dames in the height ot the fashion from the 

gay city loenei ooming down, 
Foor vrorken in mnd-begrimm'd ganneats, poor 

women in nuaet and brown. 
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Begone ;e with hearti tbat ire tender, go pit; anJ 

maro r away ; 
Qod be praiaed tliat tbB alenthboQtida of justice are 

10 iDon on the traok of their prey, 
That the doer of evil □□ longer ii vhere he can 

By proofa that leem clear ae tbo noonday tbe i)oor 

wretch ii hopeleaily hemm'd. 
The people have ceued from their wnilingi, the tide 

of their wrath has been ■temm'd, 
^Vhat booU it who niny be the victim lufficient that 

one is eondemDed? 

A mother site sad by a orsdla nhere a baby ii ilum- 

bering nigh, 
A little boy playi on the doontep with a happy and 

innocent eye, 
On the old time-worn olock in the corner the long 

boors drag heavily b;. 
A vidow? Ab, nol Death were welcome. A 

widow ? Wonld God it were so ; 
Wbst a balm to the heart weak and wounded, 

what a bliss and a oomfort to Imow, 
In the old place of graves on the hillside her loved 

one lay peaeefnl and low. 
All these years hoi sbe eofiered and laboured, full 

of troBt, hoping ever and on, 
TSl her fingers are stiffened and weary, tjll her eyea 

dim and eightleu have grown. 
Ob, my God I Oh 1 how long must I wrestle from 

her heart comes (be half -whispered moan. 
And the bsby sleeps on in its oradle, and the boy at 

the door stops bis play. 
And the last spsrli dies out in the embers, and the 

twilight unks silent and grey ; 
And the life of the sad, silent weeper is wearing and 

waiting away. 
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Seeka the winding path home bj tliB hillude, the 

lotie woman's dwelling to shon, 
Ob, Ood 1 that a convict ahonld ever bave a wife, or 

Anajed in the garb of a fcton, away from the land 

of hU birth ; 
Awb; from bia home and his loied onea, 'mocg the 

drag! and the vilest of earth ; 
An innocent man, yet ii convict. What n jest for 

their horrible mirth ! 

Gone, buried and banished for everl belivaa and he 

Inlioure on atill ; 
LoLg ago had he sunk 'neath hia burden if tortnre 

and trouble could Mil. 
Dead to life, love, and hope, living onty to the 

weight of hii terrible ill. 

He had traited in God with the patienoe of a Job 

when hie trials began, 
Hoping on againat hope, in bla darlineia he bad bsld 

np his bead like a man ; 
Bat, alas, foi the faith he had cheriahed, God helpa 

not, and Done other can. 

Oh, themaddening thought, how it 'whelmi him 
till the biain burns and boila in his head ; 

mi he ourasa and raves at the living, and bleaaes 
and enviea the dead. 

And tears wild at his ehiuas and hla fettera till bia 
wriata and his ankles are red. 

Cot off from the land of the living ; shut out from 

the lightof theaun. 
Ho wiuls from the depths of his dungeon — "Oh, 

my God, it there ever be one 
To deaerve all this heart-oruabing anguish, what a 

terrible thing have I done." 

A strong man lies bleeding and broken, struck down 

in the beat of the fray ; 
The aanda of bia life, like the momenta, all aileutl; 

ebbing away; 



..gniaOb, Google 



LAYS OF THE LINE. 



t, bnt tb« 11 



All the am of hi» life rue before him, like pi 

the; orotrd round him now, 
Bramled each wiib it« rank among evil, the vhen It 

VBe dooe, and tbe bow ; 
And each one adds its weight to the burden that ia 

cruahinKtiiB brain and bii brow. 
Oh, God 1 but the prayer he would ntter, Uoheeked 

eie he well ean begin. 
No bleu't ark of refuge ig opened for hie lia-lttdeii 



And the glare in his eye bcoomes wilder, aa he tells 

them bow onae on a time 
fVaa B deed by him dons in the daikness, a fearful 



Butthe web of hia life baa been woTen, tbe wtup 

and the woof has been ipuD, 
On tbe verge of eternity '« dark gnlf, his doom he no 

longer may gbiin. 
And he waila with no hope in hia wailing, will It 

never, ob never, be done. 

Down tbe road in the loft autumn gloaming a 

atranger comes, who can be be? 
A poor, oarewom, broken-down creature, from a 

prison-home far o'er the sea— 
And the inaooent man who Waa baniahed for tbs 

guilt of another ia free. 
Qone hie proud independence for ever, gens hia onee 

sturdy, resoloto mein. 
To Mb home on the green sloping bUlside he ormpa 

OS afraid to be Been, 
On hia wrists and hia anklet still wearing the aean 

where the fettera have been. 
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And be disanu of thon brigbt honn of glkdnem, of 

life'* pewe ere he kae« of it> pun, 
Of the Rwfol nupeuM and the wuting, that 1» 

iTorn him dona worse than the chEuo. 
At be ataada a free man on the thcBiliold of bi( own 

happy homeateod Hgtun, 
He piiBiei tlie roaj-f&ced dreamer ulaep on tlie ttep 

at the door. 
He puiei the bahe in the cradle, whore rigid and 



»thel 



a the! 

Fed one of all in a alomber from whioh 



A poor Bimleee weaUiog be wandera, he babblei of 

joya to be won, 
Far away o'er the olondy bills yonder, and he poidbl 

to the >oft ■fitting BUn, 
When o'er earth creeps the sweet tranqnil gloaming, 

and Mb veary life's labour is done. 



Ti 9JPI ST THE PSHHITCp. 



Cr> AB Broon and Bab Black were as weel'benn'd 

Ab had e'er trade the eroon o' the eansej in Ayr ; 
On the railway th'gitbec they wroncbt for their 

And leered "bntandben" onthesameauldstaic- 

Thongh ihebanf o' tbe tonn micht «!' claahes be 

stirr-d, 
Tween tbe Broonsand theBlncIa ye wad ne'er hear 
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the maiat o' the men hsd an unoo guid guex 
I «. Bhilliu' or twa lockit b; in the presB. 
;r lang uot o' miaobief, aye working queer tricks, 
.□ that wl^ a kiniiB o^ people t 



ig^ for their 



Edith or theii 
;r the ai 



OQuld driak, ha could hietber 
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And H 

tongue. 
Ab Ung'a be kept temper and naething gaad wrang, 
Uia wark and hia norda slippit amoathly alang; ; 
But when yincc hia ill natura the upper haun' gat, 
Twaa a puzzle to ken what he'd like to be at. 
No a day eier gaed onei big beid but a low 
AV'as got up by the men to pit Bab in a longj 
For nae ither reason bub merely to heat 
The rooothfu'a he made when be atarteil to awear. 
Though they nye took gnid care to keep oot o' bia 

grup, 
If the; hadna, my fetti, he'd bae gar'd them ataun' 

up; 
If be juet could get at them their ears he vad ring, 
" Ay, that he wad dae tae, the lery first thing," 
Nae oddj boo the wark cam be anae rattled thru't, 
Tbere was nae nseless cuts made when Bab iraa 
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Noe sheep's 

Naa odds vhtit coDfnsiaa in yard or qntiy fell. 
He aje >■« bi> way tbro't ai clenr os & bell, 
While for ctttchin', and outtin', and ihnntiD'adrnW. 
He could yet jji'e lonie wise yinii n lewoD or tun. 
At their barce*, "but and ben," when trae labour 

let clear, 
The trick* that they plnyed yin anither were qaeer. 
V/V their ungin' and Bboutin', their rantin' nud 

'TffaB a lively itairheid, I can tell ye, nt time). 
But as lang as they heepit their fun to themaelt, 

Till the queerest o' pranks I e'er kand o' nu din 
A'e moniin' lost Marsh, nbcn Kab Black eleepit in. 
Jen, hia wife, had got ap in a dcil o' a flee, 
And bad ipartit a Bpuiik the aiild clock face to see. 
"Guid graaiouB, Gab EtEkCk," she skirled oot, "here's 

Aa fack aa I'm here it's a quarter to all." 

Bab was oot ower the ohairs frae his bed in a crack. 

And had pu'ed on his breeka wi' the front to the 

back. 
While Jen a' her cleadin sboot her had thrown. 
And the pat for the parritch had qnickly pat on. 
In the shortest o' notice Bab's dreuing waa din. 
While Jen, wi' her pairt o't, was nae wey ahin. 
Few wirea could hae din tbinga aa quick as she did, 
A better than Jen nerer lifted a lid, 
And afore Rah had canse for a gim or a growl. 
The parrltch was made and dished into a bowL 
And to save ony waitin', wi' donee hamely care, 
Jeu had set them to cool at the held o' the stair. 
Rab Broon, ben the hoose, when he saw them set 



Oot o' Kab and bla parri 
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Gang and fetch the rat Bpeachnn, ya ken nlut I 

That ye brocht me to hand m; tobnaca jestieen. 
A nt on the atalr at tbe break o' daf liobt, 
Mj eerty, but Jen laaa, je'r in for % frioht." 
The rat wag produoed, and he quick! j begaa 
To bring to the wiabed for conctusian hi) pittn, 
Got he crept to tbe atairhead aa aaft as a cat, 
And close to the bowl pat tbe dobo o' the rat 
In a irer that it coutdna wecl miaa bein' acen 
Wi' ita lang awitchin' tail, and ila great glonerin' 

Poahed the dour to, and keek'd thro' tbe keyhole 



What the upahot o' t 

Oot Jea cam' for the pamtch to tnk' them awa, 

And had boo'd dooD to lift them, when guid aave 

Back she jamp likeayoang yin, and giediio a yell 
That miobt'eTeD hae frichted aulil homey hinuel'. 
Ben abe ran to ber ain hooae a< vhita na could be, 
While abe shook in bet ahoon like tbe leaf o' a tree ; 
" There's a rat in tbe parritob, rin lUb," abe cried, 

Tak' the bmsb oot and bit it afore it coiuea in." 
"Aiat," echoed Bab, "loab 1 that's naethiu^ bts, 
I thoacbt 'twas lome tbief cam' to murder ut a' ; 
Gie's a giup o' tbe brush, if tbe beast diana rin, 
My word, but I'll gie bim >air banes in his skin." 
On big tiptaea be crept to the heid o' tbe atair. 
When wba would hae tboucht it, tbe rat was still 

Wi' bis e'e on tbe rermin, the brush weel drawn 

back. 
He act bieaser up for a thunderin' orack. 
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WhUenaetbingthe wauro't. the rat etoppit still, 
Guid guide ub, he thoucht, will the vermin no kill ; 
No the least put aboot, no n iqneak not a squenl, 
There it sat gloverin' at him, wi' e'en like the lieil. 
Up hia big fit he lifted and gied it a cuiT, 
Ower it turned on ita bnck, when n'e gliat wag 

enough ; 
'When he saw hoo he'i been taen sne awfoll; in, 
He ewDie like a Turk, nod made Dae little ilin. 
Gied ua twa verse o' aomethins that wsana a hymn, 
Threw hia hat doon and kickst the ccoon frae the 



EeajiD eN 'ppe iiij^e. 



^OUND on the line, the dead darling, only a 

CK sunnj month old; 

Sinleaa and sweet aa the sunshine, tifelasa, and 

breathless, and cold; 
One tiny lamb that had wandered gathered again to 

the fold. 
One tiny bloom in life's garden that blossomed an 

hour and waa gone. 
One little eye bmiied and blood-stained by the edge 

of the pitiless atone, 
One tiny band held imploring for the lore that it 

Pure as the pale, spotless roaa-bloom washed by the 

soft anmnner lain, 
Nothing to tell of its angnbh, nothing to stow of ita 
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Coat forth that the shnme might sot tacnUh ft lool 

biflck in guilt anil ttespnir, 
That bai] come like a thief in the dnrkneu, thubhad 

gone, and we never knew where ; 
Oil, God ', that suah weeds bloom and bloaum in a 

world all ao fruitful and fair. 
Comes a prop of the Church, hut he pasaei with 

And my Ln.il; of Landa in her splendour from the 

'VVhile s wanton, whose sins are ai acarlet, lets one 
holy tear fnll on its face. 

And a veil in bee breast is reopened, which the mill- 
dews of sin hnd o'ergrown, 

And she hugs to her bosom and fondles the clay that 

But the world sees no lore in such vileness, and tho 

poor, ragged wretch roust be gone. 
"Tia tnom, and a bright sun is beaming on a city of 

torrow and sin ; 
like the anrge of a never still ooean comes the sound 

of its bustle and din. 
Where a grand equipage is in waiting for the train 

from afar to come in. 
Aod it comes, and glad Toices of welcome ring clear 

on the pure morning air, 
And tho leaders of beaaty and fashion, and the 

kingliest nobles are there, 
But the pcDudeat of all is my Lady, none else in the 

And my Lady hoa right to look proudly, of her 

oharms she may well appear vain, 
For her beauty is fair as the noonday, and her honour 

is free from a, stain. 
And the one spot that darkened her sunshine has 

been swept from her vision again, 
Society wakca at her coming, hearts flutter to know 

she is nigh. 
The highest born panae to salute her as she daahea 

disdainfully by. 
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Time fl[es, hentta unite and grow fonder, time fliea, 

hesi-ta grow cold and eitmnged, 
Love resdiea a murk with his arrow, all bis loit 

dnits (ire tenfold aveng^. 
Anrl the world is nnHkened one morning to hear of 

a marriage nrrangcil. 
TiB even in God'a fallowed temple, look in and 

erourd if jou will. 
Am the Bishop binds two heaits together in a voice 

Btrsngelj lolemn and Etill, 
To toie, ober, bononr, and cherish through life with 

its good and it» ilL 
There is mirth in the old time-worn maniion, there 

is bnstle and >tir in the hall, 
And the gay, and the young, aud the noble, whirl 

round in the circling bnll ; 
And m; Lord is the prondeat of nablei, and m; Lady 

the gnyeat of alL 
There's a rattle of wheels on the giavel, there U 

hustle and stir at the door, 
Feeps the first streak of dawn through the curtains, 

and the danoe and the mnsia is o'er, 
And the form of the boar]' old onstle stands silent 

and grim as befora. 
And my Lady has passed from the tircle, new 

beanties are throned in her place, 
Though atatelf as ever lier bearing, though qaeenly 

as CTsr her grace, 
Stern Time with Mb withering fingers has made lines 

on her besutifnl f see. 
From her home in her gay cnshioned caniage, my 

Lady driTea oot and comes in. 
With the great city surging around her, she wails 



bs miUions to lead holier livei 
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And ihe'i fearfully timid and tooJer, uid lo feeling 

far othen iu pain, 
And I oftentimu watch her and wonder, if a thonght 

ever enten her brain — 
Of a dead bab; found on the Tailmy b; the guard 

of a mineral train. 
And the tale hai been told and forgotten, and the < 

aoene paiaed beyond onr reoall, 
But a God from whoae infinite knowledge, not btsu 

a iparrow can fall ; 
Id tbe day when Hit jewels ace ohoaen, will know, 



SSWjyEY Jil'SRSW. 



jTi'ANQ-LEGGIT, kng-bodied, lang-neokit, and 
C^ slim 

Ib Sawney, the ihonter — ye a' ken o' him. 
A mair honeat, hanl-norkin' cr'atur' than he 
Nerec turned a red haun'-lamp on 163. 
Quiet, aimple, and ceertl, he'U turn ony gait ; 
No daft — but juiet what ye'd on' short o' a slate ; 
And, luke maitter boo •airly bii leg ye niicht draw. 
Ye will ne'er howlt a quarrel ooto^Sawney M'Graw. 
Sawney aticki like a burr to the wark till it's by, 
And, althoagh he can tak" a bit tsste on the Biy, 
And'i been even aft wnrk yince or twice on tbe bear. 
He ii no a whset waar than the feo^ o' UB here. 
Last New 'ear Day, niie farther, wbeu a' bat a few 
Were toomin' their bottlei. and gettln' fast fou. 
When tbe sai o'clook bell gied the nicht ihift ths 



A' turned oot at tbe BDrnmona but Sawney M'Oraw. 
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Wliere ve oliBrged \ 



' drinkiii'i be swore 



A' the drink he had got wadna kiodl't ;er e'e. 
On a Hev 'ear he'd no te^d leu for a while — 
It wa» naething bat jist a bit tonoh o' the bile ; 
"For, except thiee hBlf-mutchkioi and bo pint or 

twa, *" 

I ne'er tasted apeerita," qau' Satrne; ll'Grair. 

Herer havin' been under the dominia'a caro, 

The names o^ the Atationa aft puKzla him sair, 

" Gi'e mo trucks tor Dalmellin'ton, " aj6 ho wad 

•aj— 
"Ye wad ken wham they're gann to — a haU-mile 

away; 
Bnt there's Beith, and bere'e Leith, a coal waggon 

tor each — 
It wad tak' e'en a ipaewif e to tell nbich wal which. 
Or a college-bred big-wig, choke fu' o' the law — 
For mj ain pairt, I canna," quo' Sawney M'OrBW, 

Tiace a penoey wee man, fon' o' naetbuig but aoiie, 
Thoucht he'd try anil poke fan' ooC o' big corileroja. 
Hey ! porter, he cried, I'd jnst like to be told 
liow many thi* dirty compartment should hold ; 
Ten men, replied Sawuey, is what we alloo— 
And twenty wlien naoe o' tliem'a bigger than you ; 
It's the weicbt □' tits mao, no the Eirengtli o' his 



That's oor e 


idein 


sic cases, quo' Sawney H'Graw 


That foot-w 
Whs a thing 
There's a qu 


Htthe 
•ersto 


into compartments were pat; 
e™t he kent naethiiij; aboot ; 
ry whUee ttU'd sboout Lim sn 


yin. 
As a geat b 


eppit 


ot, Sawney chanced to look in, 



Wliere a bmiit-new i>an lay wi' a weel polisbed 
He thoucht it some new faogled travelling-eaBe 
Sae he gnippit the handle and gied it a draw — 
Hey, Mister, yer luggage, eried Sawney M'Graii 
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Cam' nn suld aodger yiotia wha «u short/)' a wing ; 
At the siege o' SlTathhuiigo he'd lost tbe old thiag ; 
Strsthbungo t quo' Sawney, muB, th&t'a stuurl; 

Tiras a circular-am the last time ;e were here ; 
Quite right, quo' the hero, I said whnt wae true ; 
I'll eipLiin in a word how Et happened to fan — 
At the "siege" o»ery man o' ua foucht wi' asaw. 
That eipIaioB the whole biuineai, quo' Sawney 

M'Graw. 
Thraog miiiu' hie toddf in pimple-faoed Jean's 
Ae nioht wi' WuU Wataon and some ither treena. 
Cam' that teetotal body, Tam Tait, anil hagan 
VH' " tiiere's daith in that cup you are miiin', my 

Sawney tasted the mixture. Quo' he, by my gong 
Tam has bit the nail this time ; he's no eae far 

Ye may ca' ben anither balf-mntchin or twa, 

For we've fair droon'd the miller, quo' Sawney 

M'Graw. 
Well, wluv wad hae thoncht it— surprisea are rite ; 
Sawney threw up hia lodgings to marry a wife, 
But when a' thingfl wore ready twa braw brides were 

' Bsilh able and aaiioua bis wages to ware ; 
' Uy faigs I he for yince in his life got a fricht ; 

He could only see ae way o' pnttin' things richl ; 

If 'twas a' the same thing he wad marry the twa ; 

1 hey wad feoht ! Let tbem f«cht then, qua' Sawney 
M 'Oniw. 

In this queer warld o' oors, that turns queerer eaoh 

We are a' wise enough in o«r ain eanny way ; 
O' oor wit and oor wisdom we mnk' great pretence ; 
But they're no aye the wisest that's fouest o' sense; 
To return what we hire'na we'll never be preiat, 
Nor account for the talents we never possesit ; 
And I oftentimes think 'twad be weel if we a' 
Had as little guile in us as Sawney U'Crav. 
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S JSI6PT I^ IPPE DE^^DHGapE. 



WWiS a dismsl dfttk night in Deoember, the 
^ lights glnred nnnenally red, 
"From the Docks to the Superintendent," cnme a 

meBsage, wliioli simply said — 
" Sis waggonB pushed into the Hatbonr, and Dick- 
son, tte driver, is dead." 
What, deiid ! we would scarcely believe it, when we 

We hadnever in all our eipeciencQ got a shock that 

had atartled ns more, 
He was alwavB afraid it would happeo, with that 

nasty old "DubbB"84. 
And we sent oat a niesaanger promptly, for the 

"breakdown " to mnster a aquad. 
And proceeded to gather together all the blocks, 

jacks, and tools tbat wo had, 
Foe we knew from the tone of the meBsagC, that the 

etas was ucnsually bad. 
One by one from their homes they ewno trooping, 

with no'er a thonght of delay, 
Young men in tbe mi^ht of their manhood, old men 

in the sere leaf and grey, 
Eaoh eager, and able, and anxiouEj to do all that he 

could in his way. 
A ihont from old Daniel, the driver, as a short start- 
ing whistle he blew, 
A BDort from the old pilot engine, aa his steam 
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And the bells with tbeir ' ' break dovn train" rignal, 

oleitred ttie liap for oar passage ahead ; 
On, on, we went jolting and clanking, with never a 

eigna.! light red, 
Till we stopped where the Ba.d CBse hud happened, 

St the end of the olil steamboat shed. 
Where in 'twixt ths bench nnd the wagjona, poor 

Jim bad got doubled and crushed, 
Fro:n his ejes, eats, and mouCh in a moment, all tha 

blood that vM in him had rushed. 
And the voice thnt was ever the clearest, was 

suddenly, awful]; bushed. 
Thej hnd borne him away on a atretcber to tba 

hpspital up by the hill, 
Theie to lis on the floor of tlie dsadbouse, cold, 

cbeotleas, nnd fesrfully still, 
Till bis friends eould come over and claim him, when 

tbey knew of their terrible ill. 
And all the night long as we laboured by the lights 

that burned btful and dim. 
Our thoughts from our work ever wandered, ever 

dreaming, and thinking of liim 
Who lay up in the gloomy vault yonder, in the grasp 

of death, ioj and grim. 
And in fancy it seemed as we listened to the wail oE 

a woman's despair. 
Making frantic appeals unto HeAien, to her Ood, as 

if doubting Mm there, 
To strengthen her back for the burden, that was all 

but too heavy to bear. 
All the nisht on the edge did she hover of iosanity's 

hopeless abyss. 
Wailing wild for her dead to be brought her, that 

hia oolJ, icy brow she might kiss ; 
Ob ! never before vms there witneaaed a sorrow so 

heavy as this. 
Shs was far too weak in the morning torhei sorrow- 
ful duty, (hey said, 
So a message came np to the foreman whohad charge 

of the engine shed. 
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He Mme orei to me with the m«isRge ; i( wece better, 

he BHid, I ahoold go ; 
It w&s all the reBpectfaronrotdmatewenouldeTer 

be &ble to show ; 
All right, I replied, I am temly ; I dared nayer have 

ansvered him no. 
Thnt he m^ht hnve sent ■otne one mare 1itt«d for 

the TTork I bad never a doubt ; 
'Twa> n and and n eorrowfnl boaineBa, tbnt I did net 

nt all care about ; 
So I tbongbt as I made for the station and took (he 

Hnl pBBaeneer out. 

^Vhen I gat to the hoaiutal buildings, and bad told 

whRt my busineaa waa clear 
To the maa who hajl ohai^ of the deadhouae, Lo 

looked at me strangely and qaeer, 
Says he, friend, I'm afraid you're miatak«u; ve're 

no dead that I know about here. 
It's been all a confounded miatahe, air, but we've now 

got (he matter put right ; 
Efs was dead, ao tbej told ua who bmught him, and 

was put in the deadhooae all night ; 
When wo went there to get him this morning yea 

may gueaa that be gave us a fright. 
When we heaid from the darkness 

very blood in ua greir chill ; 
Thongh half froEOn and atiff in the corner, there waa 

breatb, there waa life in him still ; 
Jove ! tbere'a soma of you men oh the riilwa; take 

a linear lot of cmahing to kill, 
^ke him out of the dork and damp ohamber we did, 

aa 'twas proper to do j 
He got special attantion and noraing as soon aa the 

Governor knew ; 
And he's now getting on very well, air; youll find 

him in Wanl Number Ti(o. 



ling the 
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Awsj Uirongh the psaaaga I homed, I wilted on no 

second call, 
Till I itood b; hii bedtide, Euid foond him not m 

verj much hurt after nil ; 
Hit leg liad >iiatnii]ed a bad fnctnie, while ha bod; 

was bruiaed by the fall. 
Tei ; there he la; living and easy, a amile on hia old 

Ingraiping the hand of a felloir I had ne'ec felt snch 

pleasnie before ; 
Tet in leiB than It takea me to tell ;oii I wai making 
again for the door. 

Tou mnygoeaa with whatBtirringemotdonim;over> 

charged bosom waa rife, 
Aa I aped from the wntd to the atation to take the 

glad newa to hia wife ; 
I nerer before nor f et after mkde ao apeedf a ran fa 

With what tokeng of joy and of rapture ray woidl 

on her greedy ear fell ; 
Of the brightness that barat throogh the darknesa no 

mortal will ever oaji tell; 
All we know !■ that Ciokson, the diiver, ia living, 

and working, and well. 

And the men who negleoted their bnaiaeas for onoe 

in their Uvea got n scare ; 
It took them both money and laboni to aetUe the 

awkward affair ; 
Jim waa nothinj; the worie, I oao tell yon, for hi( 

night in the damp deadhonie there. 
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WiAtiKSBSS deep Hround, above me, aU tbe 
g^ night and all the dnj, 

Till mf bmiD beneath the burdeo throbs sad 
reels ; 
NotbiDg Bee I but atraQge phRntoms that vill not ba 
ch&sed awny, 
Nothing hear I but tbe din of rashing vheels ; 
GuinR down the wooded Tallin; vith an eager, 
longing strain, 
I cnn hear the wuning vhigtle, dear and ahrlll. 
lean tee tbe etrong-fruned engine, with iti long 

Speeding swift along the bridge and up the bill. 
Throngh tbe niiataof ;ears I see blm once aguD a 
langhing boy. 
With the roaji glow of youth upon his brow, 
Wbeo our livee were fall efpleaeuret, and do shadow 
dimmed our joy ; 
As he danced before us then, I see him now. 
And I seeti the open doorway with my heart ex- 
pectant fall, 
When the autnran nigbta are falling tofl aad 
lUll, 
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Looking eagei far hia coming when the boys retam 
from school ; 
But he is not on the street nor up the hill. 

Once BE^n mj fnncf paints bim going fortb «1 early 

To his Uboar in the toirn beyond tbe well, 
Or at night returning homeward in Ms qaiot, con- 
When the Bombro shades of evening softly fell, 
And I hasten out to meet bim, while weird fancies 
wake in me, 
Drawn by eome stTunge faacinatioD 'gainst mj 
will, 
And I see tbe lads returning from their spell of 
laboar free ; 
Bat he U not on the street nor up the bill. 

Or asain, at early morning I am up before tbe sun. 

And I make with tender bands hia homely fare, 

And I ope his door to wake him aa 1 ever yet have 

But the room b cold, and oh I he is not there. 
Sure be has not goDB ! I question, he is somewhere 

And there creeps HroDiid my beart an eerie chill, 
And I hasten to tbe doorway with an eajjer, longing 
eye, 
But be is not on the Street nor Up tbe hill. 

Farther on in life I see bim, sunny-browed, but 
strangely fair, 
Of ambition in bis breast a tiny flanie. 
Going forth each Monduy morning to the city's 
gloom and glare, 
Coming back eaeli sunny Satnrday the same. 
Home again to ipeod the Sabbath, freu from city 
strife and din, 
With that old love for his homestead In bim still ; 
And I scan the rows of faces when the 'bns comes 
d riving Id, 
But be is not on the street nor up the bill. 
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Onoe again m; fuicy ptinta Mm trith Qa.i vt»ij 
load of pain , 
On hu brow, tho flnt faint traoea of dOE»j, 
Coming homewnid from hia laboar DBver to go onl 
again, 
Orowing paler and moro f eebla day by day, 
Etgi cheery, ever hopeful tltat the worat wonld 



nblov 



Uoving alon aJoDK the street and up the hill. 

Caming qoietly down the roadway 1 can ace him 

Shaking hands ^tb some Mnd well-wiihcr the 

Not (he proddeat in the village bnt spoke kindly 
when thay met, 
And be anawered baok their greeting with a aniile. 
I can see him at the window looking out upon tlie 

When the weary wind blowa eerily and ahiill ; 
But the Tision paste) from me — all ia blank and void 

And he is not on the street not op the hill. 

All that weary, dreary winter, icy-fingered, bleak 
and grim, 
lilie a shadow form be flitted to and fro; 
And the epting renewed earth's verdure, bat no 
glow retnmed to him, 
Though our blinded eyes were loth to think it so. 
And the spring wore into summer, and the Qelda 
grew bare and brown. 
And the bees danoed with the bnttetfliei at will ; 
Then be sought his littlo chamtier and be quietly 
laid him down. 
Never more to walk the street cor up the hilL 

Till his weary lool foond refuge, nnd life's fitfnl, 
feeble light 
Fliokered faintly and went out, and that wm all ; 
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For a darknwi lottlsd o'er nte, snd a gloom of 
blackeit night 
Cloied aronad my inmoat being like a pall. 
Till I »i* a ooEBd oanled from a cloaelj-onitunsd 

Ever; head was bared and everr roioe wu still ; 
Aail I Baw a band of moumsn and a heaiae with 
one irhite plnme 

Monng sloir along the itreet Bod np the hiU. 
Bnt the dawn of da; ia breaking, hope lights np m; 

The wear; course of aorrow's night has run ; 
And the future itiinea before me after all my wo« 
and pain 

Bathed in glor; that i> brighter than the snn. 
Life is but a wear; turmoil, ended ere tii well 

Death i> but a bleaa'd relief from oare and itt ; 
There's a grand reunion coming when we're gathered 

To out rest along the itreet and np the hill. 



D^vy %'inii% 



tr the enld engine shed at the fit o' the toon, 
Wroacht danoe, decent Dav; M'Nair, 
TboDgh he scarce did a day's warlt the bale twal- 
month roun, 
He was alwa;> supposed to be tbere. 
To be ready in case o' a smash or breakdonn. 

The " LoDo." folk keepit him spaie. 
Till that day the ftuld "Bloomer "blew np In the 

When he dtare dann the brtnch nod cam' hamo 
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The men free their breakfut bad newly cam' beak, 

'TvtM a bonaie sleiir mornin' in. Jia, 
They were a' in the bothey thrasg oa'in tlw onak, 

Eie to vark they t,gtm WRiTtSBgia, 
When doQD frae the pHueuger atation Tarn Jack 

The uewi o' ft breakdoon brooaht in. 
B*ith linei had been blacked, 'twu an ftwbrard 

There waa naebody hart, but the damage wu tair. 
Cam' the foreman to Dav; and stated the oaM, 

" Te mann drive to the breakdoun," qaoth be, 
" But we haveaa &q engine in abeam "bout the place, 

See ye'U n,eed to try aatd thirty-three. 
She'a no very imooth run, nor Une in the face. 

But ahe'i safe yet ai far'a oe can aee. 
Diona loea ony time, noo, to oil or prepare, 
Ye'll be needed, ay, long ere ye get to them there." 
A' gaed richt an the road wi' donee Davy, pnirman, 

Till they got ower the brig at the mill. 
When he drew bet op close to the auld water oran, 

And had started hie boiler (o fill. 
There were twa on the engine, and ten in the van. 

No yin 'mong them a' dreamin' ill, 
When the nuld bailer bant, and Bcff np in the air, 
And wae'e me what a wreck and a ruin wai there. 

I>gacme, what haacome oner oor Davy the nicbt, 

The auld clock baa Inng ohappit ten ; 
He said in the morning if a' things gaed richt, 

He'd be back bama at aii wi' the men. 
While ifaucht should gang wrang on the road, aa 
they micht, 

I wfld aye be the Grat yin to ken. 
For the warat be aye said it were beat to prepare. 
For be'd gang oot aome da; and come hame never 



To my ear as I sit 

Wi' an ominous 

liThile the auld t 

And my hairt thioba and beala like a dnun. 



comes the weary nicht 
sough doun the lum, 
'inJow creaks wi' a w 
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Wse't me, what a bronoh'a roon ths face o' the 

It biingi gon-off ui<l udncn to aonie ; 
Oh I I'm wailin' and wearyin', sadly and nir, 
foT tiiB Bona' o' his >t«p at the Gt o' the atsir, 
Tlwre'a a pattei and bnatle o' harrjiD' feet, 

There's a ctdo<1 at the Station Hoid-en', 
Thivuith the luUi in the win' cornea a puic milher'a 
greet. 

And the atronger toned wailings o' men. 
Bat there's naebod; thiakin' o' me an the itreet, 

Nae kindly-faoed neebour loolu bsa ; 
Fora pnir woman'e boilie it's little they care, 
Though the licht of her life she may neieiaee mair. 
Wha'i that ? It'a the minister, douce hatnely man, 

Aye aae humUe, God-fearin', and kin'; 
I can see by hia aad look, aae waefu' and wan, 

That there'a Bomething gane wrang on tha Line. 
That the black oloud at last on thia puir hooas has 

That we've watched and prepared for Inns ayae ; 
Oh, Ood t lend yer ear to a lane woidbd'b prayer, 
And strengthen the back for the load it mnst bear. 

In the anld place o' graTea on the face o' the brae, 
Huahed to reat by theauld parish bell. 

His pnir broken body's repoain' this day. 
Deaf to a' the ill atones they tell. 

Wae's me t were he leevin' nae man wad danr say. 
There was Dane in the fact hnt bimsel' ; 

niough lang 'neath the aod Ilea douce Davy Mlfair, 

She aye Hati for hia itep on the fit o' the atair. 
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tOT the >till born fame, nor tlie baas renowo, 
_ . Of the noble born of the earth I'll sing, 
When the hero'i erou, and the rictor'i oroim, 
Deckn the breast ind the broo of a famelea 
thin;. 
Of king! of a lowlier lot 111 Bing, 

In a aimple lay ot the steel-boand line, 
A. theme tbnt might well grace the hcaven-thrill'd 

Of a grander barp than ttiia mnse of tuiae. 
The mom nai fair, and the saa shone down. 

And the steam-pcesst cbargen rushed and ran, 
When near to the gre; old a moke-grimed town, 

Two atrong arm'd raen to their toil began. 
To tnm np the earth, and to pave and plan, 

And the asa olimbed high, and the day wore on , 
Till tbeir anna and their necka were browned like 



Did they dream of the time, as they toiled and sung 

The graad old atrains of a grand old song, 
WheD their hopes were bright and their beaita were 

And the nighta were sweet, and the days were 

And the long raila gleamed like a lilver seam. 
And the great browa steam gods went and came. 

From afar to afar with a ahriek and a scream, 
With a breath of amoko, and a tongue of Same, 
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Uks huge wild itceds that ve dun not tarns. 
Speeding on throngh the world with » ruah and n 
ring, 

Strang aonled mnit he be, and of uteel giit frame, 
Who wonld ahape ont a ooone foi the wild weird 

Till swift into liew oame the fast coaat train, 
And they all stepp'd aside at the warning sign, 

When, lo ! from hat throat came a wail of pain. 
For right in her path, on the Down Main Line, 

Laj a huge iquaTe blook of a. Baltio pine, 
Wbb ehe wrecked? ab, no, like a flash ere >h« 

Two men did a deed that will live, and shine. 
On the topmost line of the scroll of famB. 

With a atrange wild shout, ia the two men sprung, 
While a etrange bright glow in their great ejes 

And thegreat white block from the track was flu ag. 
Then a rnsh, and a roar, and the trgin aped on. 



And we gathered them up, and ws carried them 
down 

To the quiet old street 'moog tbdr bi(!i and their 
Md; 
And we made them a grare in the grej old town, 

B; the time-worn church where we laid them in. 
Away from the world with its wildering din. 

In the breast of the cold earth bnshed and hid ; 
Woald God that we all in this vale of sin 

Oonld do in OUT deaths what thoae brave men did. 
It i> paet, it's been told, like an old wife's tale, 

Twas the t^eme of remark for an hour with 
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Of the hcartleu world ; bat the time win come 
Vbea the great tramp loimdi, aod each poor 
ortubed fnme 

Wm come ant leneired from the moulderii^ tomb 
To k tHtndei tax than thii poor world'! ttae. 



^nji 5feDD¥. 



^N the ton 

W. Toddy, 

A oannj-gauD, hard-vor 

Aye cmcMn' and joldag, 

No an ill void wai ers ■ 

A sairting 



Eilbaichnn leeied douce Tammai 



le bit body, 
in' and lanohin'. 
I in tbe olAcliaa. 
'i occujiatiot 



'Twiit ths toun ani tbe railway be plied Lis toob- 

Ays cTRckin' hia whup, and chick, chiokinfi: at Jolly, 
Hie hndy anld Qalg, while hii fdthfol broon collie, 
Aye kept cloae to hi> side, keepin' w&tch and ward 



like the malater hiiaicl', chookia' fon' o' guid natnc 
^m neTBT wsi leen In the olachan without him. 
When the waani In baat-baiuisn wad getber aboot 

When a' ither dnge wad grow onuty and fyket, 
^ey oould tomble and row aboot " Bab'^ they 

liket. 
They wad pu' by the beid, by tbe leg, and tbe Ing o' 
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Bat ireuu will b« wauu, uid donoa "B*b" leemtd 

And hs ne'er gisd a Telp, or > bnrk, mtda tha mair' 

'Mong the dogi in the olaohan there was'na anlther, 
When "Bab" and hie fceADB were foigeUteted 

together, " 

Whits for drivin' the tnuineu, hie equal wai never. 
He oaald oanvaiB for orden, oolleot, and deliver, 
Wi' the load o' a man throngh the toon he could 

Be oontd tak' oot a letter, and bring in a parcel. 
And on Fair niohti when Tam wi' the bear wai a 

Ee aaulTdnve hame the mara jiut w weel ai Ma 



A' gaed gmoothly bIsdk till oe day aboot Lammai, 
For a envt load o' stuff to oor itBtion cam' Taiamaa 
Chick, cbiokin', awa' at his auld gray naig Jolly, 
Attended, ai usual, b; douce "Rab," the oollie. 
Since firat in the buainflai the trio had staited, 
'Twad hae taea a queer chiel to tell what they had 

carted. 
Wlien tbe cbnrgea for carriage Tam duly bad pe;'d 

He itarted to fill frae a truek in the sidin'. 
While "Hab" ho fell in, wi' a oorly-hairad hrither. 
And Hwa' thej gaed chaain ;in after the ither. 
Up the lyes, 'mnng the trucka, they gaed maa' and 

huntia', 
Biania' haitbreadtb eacapei where the pilot Waa 



And made off there end then, aa l^un aatd "like a 

fool man", 
Toaee if hecouldna keep pace wi' tha "PoIImnn." 
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nioagh be did « 



ba oonld. 






He could e«e frM tbe flrat that the Bteam-borM waa 

And vi' wiadom ye sctuce oaold expect fine a dumb 

thing, 
Hs nw he'd be beat if he didua Irjr aamething. 
So be made a dasb in at tbe laat wbeel to atop 

When in Uii tban a turn o't puir "Rab'' wu a 

etopper. 
On beedleu and beartlesB tbe bni; train tbundered, 
Wbile Tam ttood and watched it aompletal? dum- 

foundered ; 
Then slowl; extending bii tnnnel moutb spacious. 
Gave vent to one great, eolema mouthfu', "My 

He then can to tbe place, there wai little to lia for, 
Lang before be eoald reach bim tbe puir dug vai 

He mournfully atood o'er hia poor Mend bevailing, 
Tiraa a murder irboleaale, that waa not worth re- 

tailLng. 
Tam mourned for bis dog, asif't had been a bcither. 
In their eomin' and gangia' they'd lang been 

thegether. 
" Eicbt'eara'twaa,"hesaid, maUn'eair lamentation, 
"Since he first brocht him in a bit pup to tbe atation, 
He'djump'd oet, he'd jumped in, oiriecachatane and 

each dyke o't. 
But get killed iri'tbo 'FnUman,'be'd ne'er din' tbe 

like o't." 
"Eicht 'ears,'' quo' Will Wataon, tbe good* porter, 

"Erebe does it again 'tvill be langer, I'm tbiokin'." 
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iTiLiti^jfl i^et^TeN. 



•l^AS Kwsj from home and kinilred, 
(S Where the tnll pinei tavarlag tlie, 
. Fnt beyond the hioad AtUntia, 

.'Nenth the uev vorld's changing tkiel, 
In hit long and drexmless elumber, 

William Morton lowly lies. 
Tail nod BotiTe, strong and atately, 

Eliadly-befuted, fnir, and young. 
Sveet among hia native iroodlanda. 

Were the plalative songs he sang. 
Singing ever at his labour, 

Till the very echoes rung. 
To my liaion fancy points him, 

Decked with many a laniel now, 
Ne'er a smiuiier boneman ever 

Placed a helmet oa his bioi{. 
Surer nerec drove a reaper. 

Firmer never held a plough. 
Man with all his nobler feelings, 

Is but mortal at the best, 
Ever changing dreams und fancies, 

Conning through his bmin end breast, 
Filled withboQest aspiratioDS, 

William Worton Bought tbe West. 
There upon the line he laboureil, 

Full of hope he seemed to be. 
Loved by hU his fellov-workeia, 

I£ver cheerful, frank, nncl free, 
Few of all the men around him 

Did their work as well as he. 
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OdI; we wLo live and laboui: 

On the bDBj rail CHQ feel 
How the dieed deitroficg angel 

On Mb forehead set the seal. 
Tossed among the mthlesi waggona, 

Mangled by the gory wheeL 
OdIj we who live and labour 
On the batj line can teil. 
Of that awfai moment's anguish 

Ere he loosed hia grasp and fell. 
Ere the swift revolving drclea 

Caught snd cmihed him like a shell. 
Through the gloom that sunk smuad Mm, 

Deepening Hie the dying day, 
Soundt of sweet familiar voices 

Whispered la him where he Inr, 
Bringing visions of the dear ones 

In the old home far away. 
Vuin were human arts to aid him, 
Ebbed life's current all too fait. 
Soon the weary war was ended, ^ 

Soon the pangs and pains were past, 
Strangers' faces bending o'er him, 

William Morton breathed his last. 
Where a tall pine's spreading hranohei 

All around a'shadow throws. 

Came a band of rugged mourners, 

Eindly-heitrted strangers those; 

There they laid his mangled body 

To its long and last repose. 
Far away from kith aad kindred, 

Stricken in his s^ngth and bloom. 
Broken on the wheel of labour, 

All alone he met hie doom. 
No loved one to share his sorrow. 

Buried in a stranger's tomb. 
Strangers, brothcra, to lepay you, 
Helpless in this world are we ; 
But the timewill come, God speed it. 
When your grand reward wiU be. 
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For airaj from borne Knd kmJred 
Where the tall plaet tovering liie, 

Far beyond the broad Atlnotic, 
'Neath the new vorld'i cbanging skiea. 

Id his long and ilreamleie slumber, 
WiUiam Uorton lowly lies. 



n PEjjjjy s jaiLK. 



WN thii vide irorld of ouiB naught bnt cniee do 

It'a a rag and a tag free ve're bom till \ro dee. 
To live wear; life out it were acnroe vorth oar while. 
Were we not hulp'd along at n pennf n mile. 
For bnatle, for busineia, for plcasarc or play, 
The cailwny etandii foremost by far n.Dd awny, 
Where millions each mmute in ccasckss defik, 
FoM the toTDBtyleB ot l\U at a penny a miU. 
Opposition Ihey say ii tlie bBCkboce of trade, 
The ada^ held good till the metals were Uid, 
For the vheela of their 'busses 'twad scarce provide 

"ile," 
Yet we live and grow fat at a penny a mile. 
What would old staEera think of our new-fangled 

When a ma roond the world ia a matter of days. 
From the wilds of the West to the banks of the Nile, 
It is done to the tune of a penny a mile. 
It's a qneet change that's come o'er the old-fashioned 

When the man with the means held the righb of 
the road, 
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It VSB gomething mora then than a penny a mils. 
Then the rich man drore pnat in hia coaoh *t full 

tall, 
IVhilo the poor man orept on with his load like* 

■oniJ, 
Now the rag-piclter'e wife nnd mj Inily of itjla, 
ItiJe their coaches alilce nt a pensy a rnilo. 
Nntianality's iiDthiii(-, cor colour, nor akin, 
Come nigger, coma Noracmnn, we bundle them in. 
Brisk Monsieur from Paria, boald Pat from the Isle, 
Fiud a plane siJe bj eida at a psno; a mile. 
Here's a aweep dressed in whits at a tw o-hnnd ed 

IVith n floury-tonBued baler in aable and black. 
While a priest with a felt and a rogue with a tile. 
Are mndc equil for once at a penny a mile. 
Here's e, skinny-fnced stookbroker uevei content 
Wlien the i]i«idend pnid's below fifty per cent, 
Though off shares and such like he baa made up e, 

pii., 

Ue aye ridea at the cheapest, a penny a mile. 
Ever grasping and grabbing, and never at ease. 
And tbe more you oblige him the worse he's to 

pi.«., 

They're the last to give praise, and the first fo 

revile, 
'Wbo have drawn the most grist from a penny a 
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ens, CHIBB E]<18INEEI^. 



i°' 



Tet when Bnilwaji were ;oiin);, I waa luinlj nod 

AnJ oould tackle the beat of them a!! : 
Bnt man's vigour is brief, bad it not been onr Chief, 

I'd bore gone long ere this to the wall. 
'TIs same yoars now, I guesa, aincs th« morning 



"Which witb old " 93" we oould eaailj do, 
Hewlj built WHi she then, tight Hnil trim ; 

Jack French wea my mate, when I think of hitn yet, 
1 had never & stoker like him. 

It I enid a sharp word, when detention occurred. 

With a joke. Jack wonld langh the thing o'er ; 

While he prized more than life that sweet gem of a 

Be bad moTried some snmmers before. 

Ay 1 and well might he priie, in those clear ainio 
eyes, 
Love's light like a beacon did burn ; 
How she smiled, the dear heart, when she saw him 

How abe joyed wben she saw him retarn. 
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There wai navei on earth asen a coiier bearlli, 

Or two lives so uaclonilsd and clear ; 
Not the least of their jo; wu thui aunnj-haiied 

Who now ii oar Chief En([Lneer. 

I (HID piotare agiuD how m; old mother then, 
Kept B motherly eye on tlic pair ; 

Foe June was not strong vben the baby wiu yannet 
And took ill vith our amoko-poisoDed air. 

Tvonld have been, I mncb doubt, but a sorry look- 
Without her to enconmge and eboer ; 

'TwM It kindneas, tbey BHid, could not vail be 

By &nght they could do for ns here. 
But sbe'a gone to the mould, nnd thongh now grey 
and old, ^^ 

There'a a voice in my benct telli me bo : 



Well as time aped along, the denr fellow grew strong, 

Not H healthier boy ooiild you aee ; 
When we cnme into sight, he would meet us at nigbt, 

And walk borne 'twixt tis father and me. 
1^11 tbat terrible dny when I took him sway, 

I'd been uoder a promise awhile, 
When the warm days were come, to take him from 

On a trip all the way to Carlisle. 
With the airs of a king atoodtheiunny-bairod thing, 

la hi* new-made dreai, tidy and trim ; 
Oh, a mother ne'er smiled on a happier child, 

Or fondled a sweeter than him. 
Jack was aadJer, if augbt, thnnhia usaal I thought, 

With a far-anay look in hie eye ; 
But the moet of oar lives with doll momenta are 

Which an hone at th« moat will blow by. 
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Hii foes lacked the imile it had a;e wora erawhila, 
And ho spoke in a itraiigs liatleu vrj: 

TVIien I mentioned the little one's trip to CuIlbIo, 
He Ma woulU havp wid to it — nof 1 

"For my mind," he leplied, "with foreboding* i* 

Though I know DBogbt tbut iliolild ni Bnaoy ; 
Still, how worthleH would life be to me kod mj 



"TboDgh I long to bend ofsocb Fancies aa these. 

And have tried bard — tbey will not away ; 
For my mind'a ill at eaae, audao— Bill, if you please, 

I would rather net take him to-duy." 
To the riilu we'd to mnke he wai ksealy awake, 

And the ilia that might hourly hefull ; 
Aa forme, 1 scarce thought, haling nothing at stake 

While with him he had Kimply alL 
I was free and anbound by Buob ties, to be sure. 

And was raah, when I think on it now : 
But my motivo were pure, for I could not endure 

Bringing gloom to the little one'a brow. 
So a promise I made— not a hair of liis head 

Would he harmed, were he trusted to me— 
For I'd Tithsr lose time on the journey, I said, 

Thau clond for a moment his glee. 
After starting-time, fnlly three minutes we stood. 

Which I thought for our run augured ill ; 
While strive on as we would, doing all that we could. 

We loat other three climbing the hill. 
There wm something, I felt, with the engine not 

She must somehow be loung ber steam ; 
Jack had never been guilty of firing light, 
No blame, I felt, rested with him. 
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Yet irhen rounding the lidge at tba SeTen-tucb 

We were o»er eight minntai behind. 
After that the improTed, we got on pretty fr«e, 

And nn time, with a few minntea o'er ; 
We cleared oS lODie three, at the long Bridge of 



Dee, 



Andn< 



li uotioii would give ui two moie. 
Clear-aignall'd on to it, we thundering aped. 

With a deal ran before ns for miles ; 
I had juit patted Jack's little boj on the head. 

Who had anawered me back with bia imilea. 
When, " Uearens !" cried Jack, with a face like a 

As otlT engine duheil clear of the woods ; 
" What ia that t" with a about I bad aprang from 

" Id; God ! 'tia a broken-down ' goods.' " 
I polled back the lever, Jack flew to the brake. 

But 'twas UBcless, tbe thing was lo neat ; 
Sre the turn of a wheel from oar Ipeed we could 
take, 

With fierce force we duhed into their rear. 

No Judgmeot o; forethanght by anf were shown. 

Ail was muddle, oontuiion, and mesa ; 
Not a bond-Sag vaa cat, or fag-slgnaJ let down. 

To warn the Hiipioacliing Eipreaa. 
'Twis ngainst all flutboiitj, practice, and rulea. 

Which on this head is pointed and ationg, 
That the guarda had both gone to tlie engine, like 
foolB, 

To see wliat bad with it gone wrong. 

How I got off BD light in that territile smash, 
Heaven knows, fcr I never could tell ; 

I've some faint recollectioii of hearing a crash, 
As I spnn from the foatplate, and fell 
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But, thongh stunned for a moment, und shaken 
enoUBh, 
It might well been a thoiuand times worse. 
"Where's Jack and bia boy!" were the first worJs 
I said, 
As I rushed off in ■arrowful qncst ; 
'Ifeatb a pnrt of the leader wa found Mm cnuhed 
dend, 
With his hay clasped all safe to his breast. 
Bolt I carried him home and the sad tidings broke, 

I could not Bsplain though I tried ; 
But the po 



Though there was not a drop of our blood in his 

All that parents could do have we done ; 
We rejoiced ia hia joys, and felt keenly his pains, 

He va» mors to ns far th&n ii son. 
But my mother's long gone, where I'll soon follow 
on. 

Ap my days must be soon numbered here ; 
Tetmy heut's always gUd when I think ot the lad, 

Who now is oni Chief Engineer. 
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paCPTER^I^DEI^. 



fHE Summer ma vu bluing down. 
Id new-boni glor; beaming ; 
When into Auohterarder toon. 

The momius Mail came steaming. 
A London tonrist, bj my word. 

Tuns ■omething new to lee jin. 
Yet here ha wbs, ns proud'* ft Iiord, 

But, mere;, what a wee ;iu. 
An advertisement eent foreooth, 

By tnahiors tailor brsnJed ; 
A long-iBwei], empty-headed yontb, 

And juat as empty-hauded. 
The hills he Bought in quieb and ease, 

His sbttlty nerues to steady ; 
By Jove ! the bracing rnoroing breeze 

Had done him good already. 



"By Gesrgetliisis the place tor me, 

Us perfect elevating," 
" Hej, porter there," he cried in glee, 

" Isn't this invigorating." 

Jock dido't rightly catch the soun', 

Ha thought he meant the station, 
And that he had got landed doan 

At some wrang destination. 
"Jump in," he cried, "or else ye'li mij 

Yer tr^n, yer gangin' farder. 
Its no ' Invigoration ' tliis, 

It'uonly Auohterjrder." 
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ItlEE I^ SWEET. 



^I'lFE U EKset '. Behold aur'wsakliog 
Slavly wnatiiig in decliae ; 






From tliose eyes tlint g 

Hfur the Lopeful words lie utters, 

Biery accent brenthoJ in pain ; 
" If the wind would obBQge n little 

All might BOon be well pgain." 
Grim and gaunt, the fell disease 

Ib Bap\img life's fuumintions Beet ; 
Vot, though wearing out by incliea, 

Hopea he ever— life a aweet ! 
Life ii Bweet ! The new-made matber 

Longi to die yet hopei to lire ; 
Clinging to her aapleu boeom 

For the life the etmnat give, 
lies the new-barD—aiDlex, atainleaa— 

One abort hour of earth to aee ; 
Far too tiny for an nngel. 

Yet Ood will) it so to he. 
They have passed the golden gateway. 

Up tbe msrble-templed itreet. 
To the realms of God and glory. 

Ijfe eternal, oh ! how aweet. 
Life ia aweet ! Behold the kingly 

Form whose nod laid thaUBands low ; 
Where are all the glided glories 

That were bis an hour ago ! 
He whoae voice made ernpirei tremble ; 

He who held the world in thrall. 
Shorn of all bis tinael trapping!, 

Only mortal after all : 
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How the nwful jtalf Hppala bim ; 

Vain the prajBts he would tepe«t — 
"All mj millioiu far a moment 1" 

Surely life b vary snaet. 
Life is eweet ! To eartb'a poor tailors, 

HoedlesB of the panga they feel ; 
Knocked down by the thundering cngiiifl 

niangted by the grindiog wheel ; 
Borne into thnt cheeiless chamber — 

Bleeding, helpless, iienaes dim- 
Where the greeily knivea of ScieocB 

Cnt and sever limb from limb ; 
Yet they live, snd bnttle thioDgh it ; 

Still gnea on life's Stful beat ; 
To their poor, bruised, broken beings 

Hope ii life, and life is sweet. 



ReDeEF(50]y'g Doae. 



SM oor famed Bn;:nF city o' tiercea and ba;e, 
Wi' ita rich folk in BHtioa and puir folk ill raga. 
Where it's mad to the anklea fiae July to Jnne, 
Where the rain only atops for the annw to begin. 
Where the aailoiB prepare for the ifeather in store 
Wi' a dip in the sea ns thuyVo coming ashore. 
It je've time for a moenit to kn' ma yerlug, 
Ye will hear o' a dweller in't — BudgeiBon's doDg, 
Since the new Ayiahire line to tiie West End was 

made, 
He's been yin o' that great railway's little unpaid ; 
His hale heart and min' seem aae filed on the WHrk 
That be acaree can g^t time for a frCen'ly bit bark, 
Nhb maiter what pairt o' the yaird he may bo, 
If jer gaun up the bill or awa' roon' the quay, 
You jiat point to the break bogie, up gangs each lug, 
And he's in't in a twiiikliQ''-BadgersoD'a doug. 
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sttriTB tellin' u 


a' w 


Te 


we act 


re like him : 


K 


n Eiiift o' tErs 






Khiint 




Hv 


b what's Been s 


ml U 










"Siilig. ' 











He'a oot like a lark at tho break o' dayliclit, 
And lie never leavei ofE till the latest at niobt; 
He's DO like a. wheen o' jer sleapy-heid folk, 
He's HB aliMii to tE?hour as the"E»un' o' a olook. 



Nae mniter what happens, he henrs nnil aeee a.'. 
Could he speak, he coulJ tall ua a story or tira ; 
He could tell when the " bothy " was burned, and 

the hoe. 
Where the vhisky cam' fiae that filled Qaffer Gibb 

Hoo the caska o' molaasea were hnockit agse, 
And hoe the goods waggona got into tbe sea. 
Nne xmouut a' raugli shunCin', nae guiok stop or rug 
E'ei knook'd oot o' the break bogie— Bodgenan'i 

O' the men'a dinner pieoes he'll eat a' ye bring. 
But he vadna taste drink gin ye made bim a king ; 
Na, faith, he kens better thao pree sicoan atulf. 
Vi'V the food Ood ptovidea he's contented enongh. 
Whea I look at the dou^ie I think noa and then 
That he's gifted wi' wisdom far mair than some men. 
And the voctd wad has les> o' turmoil and humbug 
If some men had the judgment o' Bodgeraoo's ddug. 
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SHUNTED FOR TPE JdSIIi. 



'LTEItE, tnVe r seat beside me, Bob, leL'i have a 

fi,. triendlj oliat, 

Yon bntkosnien have a amtj job, there's no denying 

thut— 
A moment's pause, n auJden slip, when conplins off 

And once within that iron griji there's little menjy 

ehown. 
If timeii were bad of which yoD siiesk they now arc 

Tom Jones got crusbed the other week, anil Brown 

cot long before ; 
There's acarce n day goes past bnt some get bndly 

hurt or killed. 
So common have sach things became our heaits aie 

fniily chilled, 
But tiiDfl and years have failed to tbrow their 

dusky, sombre leil, 



O'er that whicb happened long ago when Jackson 


drove the Mai 




Swift o'er my bead 


a score of years since then bave 


passed away. 




Tet to my mind 


the scene appears as clear ai 






Such scenes, engra 


ed once on tbe heart, oan never 






Thoogb forced we 


W io act life's part however far 


Thoagh many a tc 




. can recall. 




Tbe scenes of th 


I long byegona night oan far 


o'ershadow all. 
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'TwB9 when we ran the Midlind "goods" front 

College to Cirliale, 
In fsQcj still my meauaj broods on Orerj well' 

known mile, 
Tliat Diglitly na wont bonliag o'er to reach tsir 

Csrron vale. 



Where usually vre shunted for the paisiug of the 


Mail. 








Jiiok Gordon was on 


brakesms 


n then, he 


well his 


part coulJ act, 








No doubt we've hcid 


some able 


men, but rery few 


like Jack; 








He was R steady car 


■ul bd, so 


eautioas I n 




Thst oft for mouths 


we neier 


had eien 


break- 


Bwsy; 








His eje was sharp, 






duty 


<vould he shnnk 








A readier-handed brakesman ne 


er put hand 


onliook 



And many a time when waiting ou tho sbnnteis to 

complete 
The marshslliDg of our train, his Tan was such a 

quiet retreat, 
Where twenty times he would relate that eTertast- 

How one named Kate would nightly wait our shunt- 
ing for the Uail. 

And as we started, oft he would impreii upon mj 

mind 
The lecturing I was in for ihonUl I reach that place 

behind. 
For there she patiently would wait in evening'! 

shallows dim. 
Half-bid beyond the garden gate, bnt never hid to 

him. 
'Wliat little time we had he spent with Kite to laugh 

While we into the siding went or shunted through 
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There at the shrine of We he paid those tows he 

kept so well — 
How maoh he loTed that gentle m^id is more thao 

I caa tell '. 
But time rolled on ai we bowled «d, and eia the 

year grew pale, 
Jaek won a heart, but lost his own, when shanting 

for the MaiL 

Oh '. what s blessed bale bright aronod their beings 

Am nenred the time that would nnite their paths 

through life in one ; 
Each hour that chased each hour along seemed joy 

succeeding joy, 
No whisper seemed to breathe of wrong nor tinge of 

earth's alloy ; 
But Time as on he held his course soon burst the 

pleasing ipell. 
And o'er her life wEth foarfnl force an awful shadow 

fell. 
But such is life, the onp we think nil gladness to the 

Is poiBoned even as we drinV, and so it was with him ; 
Unseen, uufelt by all, a blight wound round us like 

Fat blacker than the blackest night, when shunting 
for the MaiL 

Just ece she passed ui through the gloom I saw, or 

A something like a bhadow oome between her lights 

Hj God ! was that a nan, I said, and quickly made 
my way 

To where a form all pale and dead tight in the four- 
foot lay. 

The horrors of that awf qI night I still in fancy feel, 

There Uy poor Jaak, a ghastly sight, ornahed by the 
grinding wheel. 
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I bnuhed from ofl his brow the hair b^ blood ud 

uheB stuDed, 
Of all the life that oace was there no ^gle spftik 

Mmuned : 
Hi* blood WM eoatteiBJ o'ei the tnuilt, on ileeper, 

choir, and iwl— 
Thoeeejegof Eaie'iiaduzledJMkheliBdnot «Ma 

theMaiL 



¥PE RIT^D eR^DIEjyiPS. 



rA. natiTes o' a Hielan' tonn, 
To Oleioa' earn' a trip latt timmer ; 
Where, at the novel sichts arooD', 
They took a weak to glower and glimmer. 



Fiae Bome queer oomer ia Caithnen, 

Oor worthy f reea'a had earn' the hole way, 
DetermiDed not to work, nnleea 

They got a job aboot the Railway. 
A kintta chap on railwayg here 

Gets on fai readier than a toon yin, 
Sae Mao got on at Biig o' Weir, 

And AugOB itarted on the Union, 
And ae nlobt no lang after that, 

To gang Bomebow they'd baith oocuiou. 
To Paialey, and aa luek wad hao't. 

They met thegither at the StatioD, 
Bicht prood was Angna, lae wae Mao, 

And hann'a were abook in troen'ly greetin'. 
While Angna, eager for tbe orack, 

Extolled the nnexpeeted meetin'. 
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" It'i Ung," qno' he, "unMlhxil jin, 

Hy tbroBfi grown perfect di; and biuky, 
Sae h«re'a a dnm shop, we'll gang id 

And b&'e > talk and tute o' whusky." 
For onwkin', baith were in rare Hd, 

Tbef mony a merry let related, 
It yln oam' oot wi' aomcthing guid, 

The ither yin waa tare to beat it. 
'Hm whnaky thgp ed their Hielan' blaid. 

The line 'mottg iUier tbioga waa mooted, 
Te'd thonoht they'd been on't aince the flood, 

Sae mnoh they boacoed and blaw'd aboot U. 
Yin pFBued the shovel, yin the ptok, 

Yio'e ro&d was ateep, the ither's steeper. 
The tartan fairly got the kick, 

It atood nee ehanee wi' rail and aleeper. 
Uae'i road wa* awfn' uphill wark, 

The length that he was workin' next to 
■Wai'Uka the rigjin' o' a Idrk, 

The gradients on't were yin in aiity. 
"Siity," pooh'd Angiu, free his ude, 

" There's noncht in that to gar yin wanner, 
Man, on the line where I'm employed, 

The gradient's yin in every honner." 
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PI3 hn^V RON. 



f&E tndn ii mrel; ver; lata, 
The giukrd will misa hii homeward run ; 
Two wear; Loon ha nesda miut wait. 
When half a miante would ha*s done ; 
Bb( anoh is life beneath the sun, 
Chained to the iron wheels of fate. 
Mankind must oome aad ico and wait 
The coming train with headlight! clear. 

The going train with tail-lighta red, 
Together all at onoe appear — 
The; piBB each other at the shed; 
Bat huah ! what ominoos words of dread 
Are on the night air whispered. 
The gnard has missed his mn. He's dead 1 
What 1 Is he dead r It eacnot be, 

I saw him bat an honr ago, 
As light of heart, as frank, aa free 
A man as one might osre to know ; 
And yet I've oftimes seen lud low. 
The stontcat and the stateliest men. 
With nose to qaestion bow or when. 
What! Dead? The man we knew to long, 

Whose doings bronght him evil fame, 
Whose one dark Tioe, nnourbed and strong. 
Impelled him on to deeds of shame. 
In life eonupt, in death the same ; 
And ;et the; say who seem to know, 
Ood in his meroy wills it so. 
"The doom was written," bo they say. 

The mac maat die, his honr had come. 
No matter in what place or way. 
In laboor'B field or qoiet at home. 
No matter bow or where he roam. 
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Wb mw him in his strength and bloom, 

Oo forth in hia accustomed way, 
We found him in the night'a dark gloom, 

When death bad parted aoul and olay, 

A bleeding wreck hehold he lay, 
Hon c^m and Btill hia placid brow. 
That throbbed with being even now. 
Though unilorneath him teemed, and pent 

With living handreda sped the train, 
Ko kind2; form was o'er him bent 

To soothe him in his awful pain. 

And lead him back to Ood again. 
Through the dark vale, death's dread onknowD 
He went hia weary way alone. 
So feai of God was in the man, 

Hia heart was very vilo they say. 
Or he had never left hia van, 

From Ood and duty's path array. 

Struck down red-handed in the fisy. 
God help the doomed in such aahour, 
When evil pauions prove their power, 
What took him there we cannot tell. 

We only know 'twaa wrongly done, 
We only know he ainned and fell. 

The rest ia hid with God alone, 

Till land the awful trump ia blown. 
That toUs the knell of grey-eyed time 
In every land, and bob, and clime. 
But wherefore prate with ceaaeleia din, 

Or rashly apeak of him that's gone. 
Kay, bring the man who ne'er did sin. 

And let Mm cast the foremost atone. 

If such a mortal here is known, 
Let him come forth with Tiotor's tread. 
And glory o'er the lowly dead. 



..gnieOb, Google 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



PI!" W IN BEMSr VfS Desn. 



JTN oor tuld upland Aynhiie toon lived Idndly- 

d& beatted John M'Leau ; 

As postmaQ to the olaohuui roun' he niony > Afty 

miles had gaae ; 
Wi' big blue eoat up owre bis laga, and banuet weel 

doon ovre his eeti. 
It micbt rain veFj oaU and doga, John didna wem 

He didna ottre a button boo, or when, or where the 

wia' micbt blaw. 
Though aheucha and bnmii were louin' fa', oi a' 

the roa Jb knee-deep in anaw. 
Fed on guid brose and oaten oalcel, wi' noo and then 

a oann; diam, 
John oared na for jer almanacks, he took the 

weather as it cam'. 
The wintry aho'er miobt pelt and pour, the bitln' 

blaat micht rage and roar, 
He aye appeared prompt to the 'oor at ever; reai- 

denter'a door. 
Come o' a item auld Scottiah breed, John took 

queer notiona o' hii ain, 
And when yin got into hii head, 'ivu ill to drire 

A' got the same east, big and wee, uae meitterwhen 

they cbanoed to meet, 
'Twaa 'gainat a' poatal mlea to gi'e oot letters on 

the open street, 
A letter on the atreet I Na, feth, he wadna don't 

Nor leave't for love oor money with yer Terra next- 
door neebonr wife. 
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The miiklitei mi^t gloom and glaie, ths proToat o' 

the pUea look grim, 
John didna «>re, bii letten were a' lordi alike to 

Blah ai him. 
If he'd beea oAei Fm snie b; yin, ha hod been 

aak'd by niony a icore. 
To put, wbeo oaebodf wai is, their letters tbiongb 

below the door. 
Swear if ;e like, or flfte or beg, or aaftlj laj tbe 

butter oa. 
For a' be wadna move a peg, tbe rales were alira;s 

nilei wi' Jobn. 
He neTST ;et was keat to flinoh, wben be 'boot 

ouobt bad taea a atan' ; 
He wadna budge a single inob for ony liiin' mortal 

Na, na, be owre bis apecks wad say, lieb kittle wark 

'llnobeduDe; 
Jnit bide at bame jersel', or bae aomebodj there 

to tak' tbem in. 
Tin said be'd greue bis luif foi't jet, anitber swoie 

him foe a mule, 
Bnt bribe or tlireat, tbey ne'er oould gat him ever 

yince to break bii rule. 
Tbongh wbllei he osed baitb ban' and fit, and losin' 

patieaee aometimea swore. 
He never yet naa keat to pit a tetter through below 

tbe door. 
A' tbinxs gaed smoothly till ae day soma forrign 

folk cam' to the tomi 
Frae some qaeer kintra far away, to tak' a boose 

an settle doan. 
When a' was flitted, kiats and etoeks, and itbergear 

stowed safe aitd dry, 
Tbeir letters CEim' like itbei follra, wbiob John 

band'd ia as be gaed by. 
Tbe number and tbe atreet he kea'd, but mair tbao 

that he never knew. 
For sich a queer name ne'er was pen'd, twad split 

twa tongues to spelled it thro' ; 
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But, fulb, they kept him anoa thniig, ten lett«n 

exory daj if yiD, 
Though he cared aooht for that aa laog sa folk were 

thereto tak' them in ; 
Though luag o' opeuio' aft weie they, their alowneM 

John wi' p&tience bore, 
l^yiaakitled fraeiiuldeaeda;, " Jiit pit it ic be- 
low the'Soor," 
"Na, na," qua'Jeho, "PlllieTer pit them there 

nae m&itter wha ye be ; 
Open the door or keep it shut, ye aeedna think to 

thraw wi' me ; 
Ye'll fiiv}^ WTBDj; for yinoe, I fear ; sioh oheek nae 

mortal ever eaw ; 
Eeepin' a Queea'a man wiitin' here i> pure trana- 

greirioD o' the law." 
He rang again wi' a' his miaht, ^ed wi' his Imes the 

door a ding, 
Bnt deil a face cam' e'ei in lioht in aiuwer to hli 

knock and ring. 
John ksnnin' there was some ;in in, nae langcr 

coald their nonianse thgle ; 
E« swore he'd mak' the hingea ipn, and draw the 

badgers oot their bole. 
To gar them open lang he tried, he ohappit, kinliat, 

enned, and Bwore, 
But aye tha lazy lawal cried, " Contoond ye, pit it 

below the door." 

Again John ahook the door wi' din, when " Foliee ! 

mnrder ! polios t oh I" 
Id awfu' Bhrieks cam' frae within, proolaiming aoms 

darli deed o' woe. 
Hii verra hair stood cp on en'. A mnrder ! meroy, 

conld it be T 
Andyet they Bay it'aawfa' when thae foreign bodita 

tak' a apree, 
They fecbt like teegers on the aly, and bark and 

bite the hale 'ear through ; 
They'd kill a human bein', ay, as faat'a a bnteher 
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Wi' Cms Iik« paper $S h» an, nor atoppit till be'd 
■earobed the town, 

And foand the Hnlan' poliranuui, wba wi' a cnwd 
oam' TinDin' dovD. 

The mnrder itill was goin' oD, the erica were loader 
tbito before, 

Wi' BOO uid then a waeta' groan, and "Fib it in be- 
low the door," 

Tbs "pee" waa puzzled, kent na what to dae or 



Yin kent it a', the drnokaa aot had kialiad big help- 
leu wife to daith ; 

While yin diatinoU j beard a shot, for truth o' whiob 
he'd gi^e bU aith ; 

Some said he'd been tunaported twioe, been twenty 
times in jail fo^^ ; 

Some mid 'twu like a womaa'a voice, some ithera 

Itben maintained the "peg" was feai'd, bia heart, 

they uud, was csuld ai aim. 
Or be had lang ere thia, they jeered, dang in the 

door and aaved the bairn. 
Beiponding to their jeering abont, lie amaabed the 

door until it fell, 
Whioh quickly 1st tha mnrder out. Good graitioua, 

what an awful aell t 
A parrot in the lobby hung, amaied at a' the wild 

Beoelved them with atentorian lung, " Just pit it 
in bdow the door." 
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Eit Dei^^De. 



fKE mom'i flnt benmi in glorj grand lit up 
with light the hsy, 
To uek for Eldorado's land, flis boatmen Towed 

A (iDggaid of the elovett kind, in oil things hard to 

Wsa one, whose heart and ssal uid mind ware 

filled with dreams of ease. 
Impelled bj lOTe, one lODght to rove for one bright 

being fair, 
The world he fled thai he might wed the reigning 

beauty there. 
One filled with aapitatioa atrong, a. weai/ fight had 

fought. 
The bubble reputation long and teudIt had he sought ; 
Burned in hia breast a wild nnrsat, ambition's 

quenihlan flame. 
In eager baite the storm ho fooed, bla bark was 

bouDd for Fame. 
A miser one, who long had nta a greedjr raoe for 

A pre; to want, lot^vii^d, gaunt, and pre- 

matorelf old ; 
Unpaid he left hia debts behind, and or«pt away by 

stealth, 
A atfirred wretch of human kind, down miUatoned 

with hia wealth ; 
He packed it all in haate abrupt, secure he longed 

to feel. 
Where neither moth Dor rust oormpt, nor thierea 

break through and steal. 
One poor man let hie burden fall, the frienda he left 



overed all the hopes he 
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A hnmble being from hb birth, he lived through 

lifs conteut, 
With Dothiag came be to the euih, with Dothing 

Eia tcsReaie la; afar away beyond the etretcliing 

A pilgrim here for mmy a year, he now «u bound 



Away the; >p«d with oocitant atroke, the land wag 

left afar, 
Fut many a jagged reef and rooli, o'er many a conl 

bar. 
Till not a dot, nor point, nw spot appeared to dim 

StrotoheJ far and wide on either aide the tnundUu 

ocean bine. 
Till lo ! befoTe their wondering eyes appeared a 

whirling pool, 
Lit up with all the rainbow's dyes, and strangely 

beantifiU, 

Deep in its vortex drcling lay wealth of Worlda 

untold, 
Bat faireit round ite outer ring a massive oup oF 

One eager matk'd it wbirl amain, it pleased hii 

Hie heart was filled witb tboDghts of gain, and loth 

to let it go ; 
" Away all doabta and fean," he said, " ye oannot 

The brave are they who know not dread, the rery 

riik ii eharra." 
He reached him o'er and graaped the bowl with 

eager liandi and e;es — 
Alas, poor man, to stake his eoul for such a hoUow 

priza; 
The gem that seemed lo pure and grand was Ijut a 

bubble fair. 
That bant when touched by mortal hand, end spent 

itxlf in air. 
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No strength of hia wu equal found to atiy the waj- 

ward keel. 
The circling eddiei oanght him, ronod teTolving like 

Too lata ! too late 1 Ma eerie wul was heacd aboia 



Sail, jret fail, the Eldonuio'l 



Still on fbnj aped with iteady areep, their beading 

oari they play. 
When 1o ! a derelict of the deep eame diiftiog down 

their way— 
A mOQBter galleon heaped and stored with wealth 

from every lone, 
With ne'ei a siBgie soul on board to cJoim it for hia 

One boatman stopped him in hia course, and 

elimbed its rugged side, 
That long had stood the brant and force of many a 

storm'toased tide. 
Awe struck, amazed at sight ao grand, he gazed in 

wonder wild 
On treaaurea gleaned from many a land, in grim 

confusion piled— 
Spoils from the dnpthi of ocean vast shone sparkl- 
ing from her hold, 
TVhile every rail and aparandmaat seemed sheathed 

with purest gold. 
He paced her deck with stately tread, strange 

viiiona thrilled him through — 
"Farewell, my toiling friends," he aaid, "I go no 

more with you ; 
No more the wavea will round me beat, nor billows 

With all those treasures at my feet, what need I 

Why should I longer toil and search, here's wealth 
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Unruffled, free, the lieartleui lea aiioue peaceful tM 

before- 
No more ■ weir? pilgrim he for Eldorado's abore. 
Still higher olomb the great ronnd bud, while hotter 

grew the day. 
Like glass bene&th the great ae* lone, ia glliteDing 

glory laj. 
Till bathed in light before their sight row near 

them on their lee, 
'Neath mooDdA]''i smils, as fair an iile aa ever man 

might see ; 
Fiiirinminer'sglDr; glowed and gleamed from sltrub, 



In nstura'a gejeit garb waB dressed saob wood, and 

glen, and hil! ; 
Bui fairar far than nil the rest, a mnsie mnrmnring 

rill. 
For man; a conDtlesi dnj and jeu the tiny thing 

had inn, 
A orjstal streak that glistened dear like silver in 

the sun. 
"Oh ! stay my brothers heie awhile and rest yonr 

limbs," said one, 
"I^e blood within me seems to boil beneath the 

■corohing ran ; 
Mj toiisae is horned a sapless thing, my throat is 

parched and dry. 
Go on who will. 111 taste the spring, and join yon 

by and bye." 
He bathed bis burning brow and feet, and drank 

from pool to pool, 
No nectar draught was b'er so sweet, er so retresUng 

The riobeat fmits around him hung, or down in 

clusters fell — 
Oh, what a fairy realm, he sung, in dreamy bli«» to 

dweU. 
Id quiet and ease 'moug scenes like these, unfettered 

The wayward wind played through the trees, and 
stlU he wandered on; 
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Wbea from the irood in seareli of blood camB Genda 

in farm of men ; 
A. well-poiaed dart went to his heut, the; >1bw him 

there and then. 
Lnied bf tbe light that leadi aatra;, down itrieken, 

Hii bleaohing bone* lie fu t,w%y from Eldorado'i 



Noon pMied, the da; wore on npnee, th« wind began 

to blow, 
An Bniioni look crept o'er ench face, their boats 

were labonring so ; 
When Ihrongh the stoim a, daantloM form, » tiny 

bark rowed nigh. 
As f&ii a, dame aa ever oame to tempt », mortal eye. 
One of the two who now lemuned laid down hia 

heaTj oar- 
Hia weary limba were lacked and atmined, hia handa 

wore blistered acre. 
Entranced, u if some Bugie apeU her charm had 

o'er bim Sang, 
He eager drank the atniaa that fell from off h«r 

''Igiie yoar wealth, Igive you fame, a heritage, a 

With all the joya that man can name, if you will 

Exclaimed the raptured boatman then, while joy lit 

np hia brow, 
' ' What ia their price, enjoy them when t" She 

anawered, " nought and now; 
The great vaat tide ia deep and wide, death lurka in 

Come, wherefore miaa a prize like this t" He took 

the hand she gave. 
"Farewell, my dear old friend," he said ; "toil on if 

yet yon may." 
Acroaa the deep they lightlj i^ied, away, itill on, 
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Whan mdden o'ar tbs wsten pla^red k olond of 

darker hue ; 
Down sank the buk, dawn aonk t!te maid, and 

weary boatniBn too. 
No longer he, light limbed and free, will pi; the 

bending oar ; 
With cold, dull tjta, fac down he lies, from 

Eldorado's ihore. 

L«ft last of all, ihe poor num plied with feeble 

gtroke the oar, 
"Oh! if the night ihoald oome," heaighed, "before 

1 teach the shore—" 
The east was changed to grey, and dmi, to erimsoD 

turned the weat, 
Down through whose glowing ban the ion went 

wading to his rest. 
Then sombre uight, with b^ted breath, her 

darkening folds let fall, 
And stillness, deeper fac than death, sank slowlj 

over nil, 
Out of those inky blaskneu forme nee micngod on 

the mind. 
Strange, weird-like shapes, that tell when storms 

are gathering in the wind. 
Unchained at last down swept the blast in fronted 

faty wild, 
HU the bnnd sea seemed one great Tast of water; 

moDDtaJni piled, 
Ko pansa, no rest, itlll on he press'd, when lo I 

above the foam 
A tiny spark shone through the dark — the weloome 

light of home. 
No strength of winds oould oroah or kill the hope 

that lit his sonl. 
Though swamped and sinking, onward elill he 

grappled for the goal — 
Unfettered by a single fear, not all that tamioil 

Could drown from God's all-hearing ear, the still 
small voice of prayer. 
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Wlien la 1 Woie hia raTiiAed tight, with. ■^^^«''"E 

■trsDgtIi uid power, 
Eternal ligbt broke thTongh the ni^ht from Bilem'a 

beacon tower. 
Bunt into song Gotl'a angd throng, uid aUU'd the 

breaker! roar — 
All aorrowi peit, home «afe at Jut on Eldorado's 



TJIE SPIPWSBOK. 



^'Uj night long the howling tempeet in hii 

■^■Sj frenzied fury bore, 

All night long liie wbite-plumed columns ruihed and 

broke upon the iboro. 
Baffled, beaten, back Tetumieg, fiercer, wilder, then 

Hiuh ! what menDi that ominoni echo, wakei the 

■lumberer in affright, 
Up hli cliambeT window creeping uemi i, atrangelj 

Inrid ligbt. 
Weird-like shapes and eeiie ihodowB iweep athwart 

tbe brow oF nighl. 
Many a toil-worn aon of labonr peering from bit 

lowly pane, 
Mnrks the ruddy glare uid aeeka ib, beedleaa of the 

While be of tha crimBOn curtaina creepa away to 

dream again. 
Oh ! the wind that rates and caahea, oh ! the rain 

that blinds and beats, 
Blatea, anrl Ciles, and leads, and rooSnga. shattered, 

icattereil thvuugb the streets ; 
Morning breaks, and gazing seawards, what a scene 
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Throngti the ihif^ mlilf enrteln ipmd abora the 

fMm-ftiiigeil bB7, 
Stnnge veicd «p«ctnl fornu leem hovsriDg o'er 

duk Ailm fu swar, 
Oiuit Goatfell itill in ilnmber wntpt in regal lobei 

Tovering 'tviit them milei of mountaiiu, heaving, 

hiidng, far and free, 
Tattered raga, and broken wreokage, itrewn with 

many a hope to be, 
Nerer in the mind of mortal itm there aeea eo wild 



How it toan , and how it nuhei, hither, thither, ai 
. it Willi, 
Booming like a thomand thnndera, rolling 'mong 

the rocka and hilli. 
Till the Tory life blood conning through oni- being 

throbi and thrilla. 
In the diitanee, dimlj-pictvired, through the blinding 

aleet and aqnall, 
Lo ! appeara a frail borqne drifting under bare polea, 

gaant and tall. 
Driving on to sure deatruction right againat the 

Northern Wall. / 

Eelpleaa all we atAod beholding, mute and apeeeh- 

leu, weak, and wan, 
"Doomed," the feintlf muttered whisper pauei 

round from man to man ; 
God niay bring her lafel; through it, human effort 



Vain I ahe itrikee, a ereeh of timbers eehoea omboua 

through the air, 
Fiercer ehrieki the tsmpeet, pregnant with the 

wailing of deapetr. 
Where in now the beaveu'blened lifeboat! Tunly, 

echo anawen, where? 
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Where those men wbcne former efforts gave them 

more thaa local fame? 
He the mminstaf of the put;, BtroDg alike in nerre 

and name ! 
LauDohed nt liut, away, Ood-speed them, vhile ire 

all atand wooderiDg by, 
Hovering, bird-like, now a moment, 'twiib the 

■□rglns lea and aky, 
Then oiBrwhelmed, as it for exer, ewept from 

mortal aid and eje. 
Darlcer sBowIa the hungry liorm-fiend, fiercer still 

hii breath i> blown, 
All the atrongt^ of all his l^ons in one msh he 

thunderB on, 
Down goes barque and boat beneath it—all have 

Taoiahed all have gone. 
No \ they live, and atill they itraggle, fight, and, 

failing, fight anew, 
Till exhausted, bock they bring them, they have 

dared but cannot do, 
Such a tide and suoh a tempest, help, oh '. Heaven, 

yon helpless crew. 
Back I not all, for one is miasiag, ipeak, oh ! tell ai 

where is he? 
One less hero 'mong the living, one more martyr in 

theseo, 
On the wreck amoDg the stiangen, never ! nay, it 

cannot be. 
Fools of men that e'er ye did it, waging snob a 

hopeless atrits, 
BoDtleas all your mighty labour, nothiug gained. 

Help, oh i Ood, the hapleaa woman that was even 

now a wife. 
Hark I he lives, above the tempest, oomea his eerie 

wailing cry. 
He who feared not death for others, must he perish, 

must he die ! 
No! he shall not, we ahnll save him, comes the 

stern and brave reply. 
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Seaward ipeadi »gaiti tbe lifeboat, gleun* tgaia 

esoh bending oar, 
And they itrire ti oereT mortal e'er wei known to 



Now 'til ended, now 'tii over, all tLat they oonld 

Straogers' hondi are graaped by atrangeia, "Anid 

Ayr" elaspt again her aon, 
Fame baa on her reoord written, "Men of OolU 

brarely done." 



SceiiiSND KSH »w^. 



fAII^ 3ccitland,land of monnlAinijjiFaiid, of |[len9 
and woodlands wild, 
I love her atill, witb all the love and ardonr of a 

Bhild; 
Abroad, at home, where'er they roam, her ions are 

trig and braw, 
Sae free from gnile, her dangbtera amile, at hame 

01 far awa'. 
The iplriti of their fathera still liia in each bardf 
Her HiKhtand lad, in Tartan clad, ild!I battlei Ed 
From every glen a thonsaud men will still the olay- 

And bleed and flgbt for Sootland's right, at bame 
or far awa'. 

Then be the watohword "Sootland Tet," when 

danger nears her ahore. 
On every peak tbe beaeoa'a flnab will kindle u oF 
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In eToi; gUn a thoOBand msn will heu tho nuu-tiBl 
And nub to fight for Bcotland'i right at hams or 

like meteon o'er the oriinaoii gnnmd Imc grej 

honed heroes flev, 
"When Empires in the balauoe bang on gory 

Watarlao ; 
On the Fpvnaea' inow-onnmed hrightl, by Bada 



And what a gleam of hope lit tip eteh wu-bnuued 

hero's brow, 
Wbsn each had all but dn^ed the onp ot death in 

dark Laokaow, 
'When HiEhlaad Jeade bestd the drnm and obaBir 

bngpipai blBW, 
" Tbaj come, thflj come, to take M borne to Soot- 

laad far awa'." 
The neary exile lap him down, hli round of labonr 

In dieama he bean hil mother'i Toioe, the alaapa 

again her aon ; 
'Mong all thote loved ones crowding nnind, one 

fairer far t^an a' 
His fancy leea among the trees, ia Scotland far awa'. 
The inn-bronzed wanior afar amopg the prairies 

wild. 
Looks longing hack o'er life's broad track, be feels 

agaJD a child ; 
When o'er tua weary, toil-worn frame the sweets of 

alnmber fa', 
His heart retnma to glena and bomi in Scotland far 

Away amid the blinding drift, ho darei the fnuen 
When hope ia dead In erery heart, he BttE keeps 
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And when, petotukUM, he linka Mm down smoag 

the FcJar nww, 
H^ djiog, dretms of trIsi utd ttreami ia Bcotluid 

Oh, let my he&rt, like Brace's, then be brought tram 

Let the dear earth that gare me birth rec^ve mf 

Idadred daf , 
Leave marbled pilei and vaulted uslei for lords and 

dakei an' a', 
And deck my tomb with heather's bloom lo Sootlaud 



Oa receiving from him, appendtd to a Utter, im- 
promptti <ww^ btijinning — 



fAILI worthy lOD of craft and loDg, in both mj 
elder brother. 
The tribute from thy Kyle bred tongue I uwwer 

with another ; 
'MongDitt our minor bardethat thiOQg— God grant 

they na'sr grow fewer — 
I know Qot one more clear or strong, nor one whose 

notes are troer. 
"Fa>h not yonr brain too mnoh witii rhyme," I 

don't think I oonld do it ; 
Give me the proper theme, and time, I somehow 

mnat get tbrongh it 
Fonl be the tongue, fool be the pen, who dsrei to 

underrate her, 
The Mnse was never meant for men who fear to 

onltivate her. 
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" Foeh not vAh ih-jrae," from one like jron, who'* 

life long gloried in her, 
Bemindi me af the proverb tiae, where Sstan 

ekecka the linner ; 
To make ni joung blooda eleoTe the cludn, her dii- 

mal deedi je tell ub, 
And jet withal — I speak it plain — yon merelr make 

OB jealoaa. 
For joan and others wiU I go sa long as Tre a 

shilling ; 
But stop the Mnie, bf Jerieho 1 I oonld not were I 

When sense end reason tske the shelf, in doggerel 

barks 111 yelp it ; 
In fact I'm aamething like jonraslf, I ung and can- 
not help it. 
long live the dame, she is not yet the q/ren weneh 

yon faac;, 
TfaoQgh I admit she's strong a bit, micertaia oft, 

and chanoy ; 
Bnt when o'er ns her robe she throws there's no 

mistake shont her. 
Her faults are more the fanlts of those who try to 

sing without her, 
Ood help the tool, wLo hoping giin, taakes np his 

mind to tr; her. 
Hell find in time no lack of pain, and little pleasure 

Though mnbs sod sneers we dsily get would break a 

heart of metal, 
She boils and babbles in us yet like steam witbiD a 

kettle. 
Forsake the Muse, I'm not the man to throw her 

over lightly ; 
Since first to woe her I began she's done her dnty 

rightly; 
When gloom and Bare my labours cloy I solace from 

her borrow. 
She is my balance-weight In joy, she beAn me np in 
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Hul 1 worth; ROD of ciaft tuid Bong, long may vs 

sing together. 
Mb; trieodship ever bind us itrong vith Boreedi of 

rhyme and leather. 
With rhyme yon still miut fnsh yoni bruin, deaert 

her yon can never, 
And cheer the Auld Tonn with your Btraia in 

sweeter notsa than aver. 



gpee m 5)ieeii." 



tHAEMAKEB, Bhaemaker, shoo ma ahoon, 
Gie him the nppera and let bim begin ; 
Coantei to quarter, and quarter to fiani, 
nk ateek drawn to ni' a gim and a grunt. 
Laog ateeka and acohbiu he cares ua about. 
His ia a aeara that'll never dp oot ; 
Nana o' yet rubbiab that weara thro' and faila, 
Oloser and firmer tbnn rireti end naila, 
BUn'-stab aud birse till the oloain' ia din, 
Sbaemaker, abBemuker, shoo ma ahoon. 

Bbaemaker, ahaemaker, shoo ma ahoon, 
Koo to the bottoma vs'll aee him begin ; 
Shoo them vi' hemp-thtead and ahoo them v 

whgig. 
(He OS an ina^m that winna gang wrang ; 
Fare up and ]iack up each eorner and hole. 
Lay on the hammer, and beat oot the Bole ; 
In wi' a jir^r to gar the ahae squeal, 
Pare np the edges, and square up the heel ; 
Eeela^^ and ta^od and tacket and pin. - ■■ 
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Shumtkar, iliMmakeT, ihoo ma ihoon, 
'Wntob Mid and Ks hoo the flniBhin's ^ ; 
Whiten the loie&i, and blaoken the haok, 
Rob op the edges wi' whitB-baL and black ; 
Set them wi' ji^er and bmiur and wheel. 
Smoother than polish and harder than ateal ; 
Bah np and ledden the heel-tapi a wee, 
Draw them and clean tbem, and what dae we aeei 
Boots that for brichtness znicht daczle ye blin'. 
Shoemaker, shsamaker, shoo ma shooa. 

Shaemaker, ■hoeiaaker, shoo ma ahoon. 
That's what he'll no dae as lasg's he baa tin ; 
Fint at the whisk;-Bhop, best at a splore, ' 
Eniebt of the matohkin-Btoop, king a' Ebe core ; 
Hanf > glen moir precious far than a meal, 
Op in the ahoother tmd doon in the heel ; 
tTp through hii greuj cap growiu' the hair, 
Nae bumps o' knowledge or wisdom t«eth there ; 
Leave aff the bailej-bree, pit in the pin, 
Shaemaker, shaemaker, ihoo ma «hoan. 
Shaemaker, ihaemaker, shoo ma shoon, 
BWr's Id his heid than gaed there in a ipin ; 
aiibe an a razor, and sharp as a stab, 
Weel paok'd wi' knowledge, and gnid o' the gab; 
Eorny-haun'd, clear wicted, wfel-infoimed men, 
Equally gleg wi' the awl and the pen, 
BloomGeld and Oifford were kings i' their time. 
Sewin' and singin' wi' roait an/l rhyme j 
ahoflmakin' aongmakin' strangely akin', 
Shaemaker, shaemaker, shoo ma ihoon. 
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UHZ'HA.T reok we thaogh Spring wmea imyed in 
455, her bloom. 

And hedge* and irildwoodi on rich with perfume ; 
What reck we for gowan-deoked meadowi and leu, 
The hopei that we eheruhed were brighter than 

We gue on the future, no lolace is tonnd, 

A gloom like the night seems to gather aronnd ; 

Tbere'i a Toid in ooi heaits earth has nothing oan 



We sigh for the dear ones whoie voieea ai 



istUL 



AvBiint thee fair Siuamer, we want not joqt flowen, 
The joja that ye proffer i»n never be ours ; 
Oh ] mock not our lorTow with Hnoshine and iinilei 
Go ! gild with your gloriea some far away isle. 
We once loved to joy in thjr ■pleDdoara, but now 
There is woe in eaiji bosom, and gloom an eaoh brow ; 
Go I bosk in thy annshine, enjoy it who will, 
We ligb for the dear ones whose voices are still. 
Game, hallow-eyeil Antnmn, lank-visaged and sere, 
Host welcome ot all in the oonrae ot the jear ; 
Qaunt phantom ot agea, despoiler of earth. 
We welcome thee here to onr desolate hearth. 
Grim fiend of the forest, heart-ldller ot all, 
UeBpoDsive tbe leaves beat with ours as they foil; 
In fancy they whisper by woodland and rill, 
A dirge for the dear onei whose voices are still. 
Dark Winter, come hither, we fear not thy farm. 
We bow not in dread at the voice of the atom ; 
There's a snrcease far sorrow, a soothing of pain. 
In the slow eonstant beat of the ileat and the rain. 
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AloDS in onr dvelliag, apart from caanMnd, 

We longingly llat to the «&11 of the irind, 

Al it moans through the Kej-holB portentinu of ill, 

The DAmee of thoae dear onei wlion ytAaaa aM nVHIL 

Thai, earth oliasge* erer, u ^me ohuiget all. 

Thai, tnortol I< fated to flonriah and fall ; 

What boots it though beanty denka woodland and 

When the glow of life's ipringtime may naver rBtnm ; 
What reck we though aammer may blouom and 

ThouKh Autnmn ma; follow in lombro deoline. 
While winter, wild winter, may mre it be will, 
O'er the graTea of thoae de*r onea whoM Toloe* ua 
atill. 



S WUmiEB aft mao^Dd'a lae daft ai gle tham- 

^ lelvei sis faah. 

To atreu an' itnin baith hana' an' brain tn hnatin' 

after oaih, 
When mony a onif aa baxe'a my Inif ilidet euy- 

osey throngh, 
Weel olad and fat, and a' for what f— an LO.U. 
LO.tT., my freen's, I. 0. U.— 
A gnid hard oheek'i worth pound) a-week, 
Wi' I. O. U. 
There's Dandy Jim, the like o' him naebody erei 
Awn tiere and there, and everywhere, hell no pay 
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W golds knd gtmi, tint (ix uid neu-, liu hooH U 

pMkit fo'. 
They're easy bought— thoy omI him nonoht but 
I. 0. V. 

I. O. n., my mill, I. O. V.— 
It wTea the fub i^ retidy sub, 
. An I. 0. U. 
'Boot shFirea and stoofci and monied folki be tklka 

MO frank and free, 
Tbere'i ■ooroe a cliisl' on e&rtb u veel proridit for 

AS he; 
O' oddi and ends uid diridendi ha'i neu twa 

thoound due ; 
Twad highly rank in ony bulk his L O, U, 

1. O. U., ha uyi, I, O. U. 
The Bimpleit plan 'twiit m&n and man 

i» L O. U. 
here's Peter Dick, hs bona the tiiek, he ttapi oboot 

ateiue; 
He'i for o««r 'onte to finger oot withoot ftn tmeo 

l^sre li na yin bnt irhat hs'i in, the hale btaEd 

poriBh throngh, 
And a.' thej get to pey the debt u I. O. D. 
I. O. U., my fraen'i, I. O. U,— 
It's eaiy din, and MTca the tin, 
An I. O. V. 
If yon shonld meet him on the street, k&d ask if 

bell pey oot, 
"Oomeliaok," ba'll say, " tome ithec day, when my 

gnidewif a's aboat ; 
I've lots o' tin, eonld I get in, but she's frae hame 

thenoo— 
Tm aba oomea book yell need to tak' my I. O. U. 
I. O. n." bell say, "I. 0. TJ.— 
I're no a plsok till ihe conies back. 
That I. O. V." 
Ibae't Tarn M'Tnrk, he will not work, yet, what 
There no a loon in a' tha toon gets fou' as att tm be. 
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SeUdahiM grab, and obeati Hie"pnb,' beouM 

Da' wbea or hoc, "^ 

And, if they onvs, tbej, like the Uve, get L O. U. 
I. O, U., my freen'i, L O. U.— 
Wbere ouh b mutt it iUi the want, 
An L O. D. 
TuQ di<I it 7in<is ower aft, and linoe thej lubed 

bim vi' the law 
He's no we quick to llope and tiak— he kena a thing 

ortwa; 
When like a oloot they lat him oet, his twa 'eara' 

labooc tbraligh, 
He Deter said they wad be paid wi' I. 0. U. 
I. O. U. my man, I. O. U.— 
Na, faith, he kens mail oommon aeoBe 
Than I. 0. U. 



VPE Dej^I]9IE'3 DE^D. 



^TIEE a thief In the nicht Daith has ^en na a ea', 
^ And alippet the Muster, doaoe boily, awa, 
ThoDgh no mnckle thoobt o' ooiside hie ain hame, 
Tbae'll he aair beaita to aoriow aboot him the ntme ; 
The aohnle-weana have got it, and aio an uproar, 
Nane's waj^dn' vas e'er made lae mneb o' afoie, 
It ringi ttirougb the pariah wi' telegraph speed, 
Nae leatona nor hoka noo, ths Dominie'a deid. 
'Wee Bab frae Olenconner come* leadln' the aquad, 
Horrahin' lika thnn'ef and ]unipin' like mad, 
Bio oftHiB for rejolcin' they'e do had thia while, 
Since the yonng laiid vu meirit tita 'ear come 

April; 
Wee lill; 8am Soorley oomea hindmaiat along. 
And he's oroonin' awa at a eanny bit aang. 
Bat the lenie o't ye oanna mak* tail o' or heid, 
A' ye hear ia the ower-word, the Dominie'a deid. 
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HI Josic frae tbe nnidd; ia es^Fn' o' glee, 
Few folk hod lea love for theHuater thaJi be. 
Nersr uw I Jock's eqoal for open And trioks, 
Loih, I mia' the Iu( time he iraa up for bis licks, 
Hoc he wbnpped back his hann in the blink o' an e'a. 
And the gaoe enm' doon slap on the Dominie's knee. 
While Jook took to the door for't wi' tine Cftnn; 

And he'sjiit uireel pleased noo the Dominie'sdeld. 

The Minister meats him and ke^ tbio' bis glen. 
And Bpelrs him hoo fir he is up ia bis cleu. 
Jock never bis for for in answer lo seek, 
" I hae been second heids, sir, for mair than a vaek ;" 
"And how many, m; lad, in ;er class mar there be 1" 
" Jist twB," replied Joclc, " Jamie Blackwood and 

Bnt it's nae oiaitter noo whase the fit or the heid. 
For there'll be nae mair schulein, the Dominie's 
deid." 

Teft Tarn hean the newt o't, and fcnts clean awa, 
He hu ticket the Maister t, loipence or twa, 
Then he cries a' his micht to bis betterhaaf, Meg, 
" Rin ;e sff to the schole-boose ai fut's ye can leg. 
Don't iaigle nor speak to a leeiio ; e meet, 
For if Jen's got the siller we're done for complete, 
She wad jilt as iood peirt wi' the hair o' ber bead, 
As pe; np ae bmou maik noo the Dominie'* deid." 
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9tHE pnifD YE^R-p WP'-fl^lI]5. 



fHE Anld Year wis sittin' her weuyfn' lane. 
The cauld snavvu flittin' over billiide and 

The win's neai? mane waa sae moumfD' and drear. 
And its eerie refrain was " Ye oaona bide here )" 
While anld Time ftae his nag swnng bis Ung 
Willie w^. 
Wi' a slow, steady nrag, lin^' aye in her 

" The anld maDU wear ibrongb and mail' room 
for the new ; 

A' OOF days are but few, and we oaimabide 

Aftentimes had ihe qoarrell'd, and raised lair strife 

Wi' the "Man o' the Wiirld," wha own' noo 

gtniMiin' in. 
"Ah," q3o' he, "raj a«Id woman, yer banei ye 

Ibete'i a braw New Ye«i oomiu', ye oaniui bide 
It ii twal montha thii nioht sinoe ye oain' to oor 

A' the warld to mak' brioht as it ne'er was afore ; 
But the snaw lies as deep, and the wio' blaws ai 

And life'a brae ia as steep, and ye oannft bide here. 
Bnt I'm lalth to oast oot sio a falthfa' anld crone. 
Ye nkht stey, bnt I doot ye'd na gree nor get on." 
" What, stey and mak* wey for a yohng wUel nae 

rll be heid wife, ot deid wife, I winna Ude here. 
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" Ay, it"! twftl monthi Atweel rinM I oam', uid ;e 
If T^'ve kapt traa and leal t! the towi ye mode 
It wai bring belli, and ring belli, wi' gnidwUt and 
Noo it'i ileec oot, and clear oot, f e canna bide here. 
"Sae bring yer bra w qaeen a' tbe stixT tbat'g to be. 
Let ms look vl' my e'en on her face are I dee ; 
Where I'm gana to the noo aha mana come in a 

For her time will weai tbrongh, and Bbe cinna bide 



For although in life'a glow, like the noou ;e appear, 
Eie the nicbt cornea, the blicbt oomei, je unaa bide 

Tbongh I'm anld, blin', and lame, and I'm gann 
awa' hame, 
I've a gnid word the lame to apeak into jet 

Fey the Aald Year her due ere ;e deal wi' the 
New, 
For yer ain dayi are few, and ;e eanna bide 
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j&V FOOL 1 bevftre the bltt«r votdi, oh 1 keep 

^^ them from the TOusg, 

For more than king ii he who goMicdM the temper uid 

the iongne ; 
Let not 7our lips send ont the lonnd, for he«D the 

heart oui feel, 
A mtigle word wa mtke a vonnd a Ilfetims oaimot 

heal; 
Yet oft the eager wordi will ont, pait all nctnunt 

and mie : 
^lae ihonld he b«, bejond a donbt, who eftHi 

another fool. 

Bewares old man ] th; time U ihort, th; world U 

wearing tbrongh, 
^10 vile and venomoni retort would wnnd bnt 111 

from yon. 
A& hononr to the aged, whoae landa of Ufe ue idl 

Age at all timea reipect oommanda, wer^ bnt for 

that alone ; 
Bat when hfa eye with anger gleama, And paailon 

hu the pnll. 
The hoary head it iH beaeems to eall another fool. 
Qo alauderiog worda I their oowardlj me no oanae 

can imtify, 
And after all hli vile abiue, what galni » nun there- 

At beat they only eorre aofaraa ahow their poiaoned 

Hie alander on the alanderer recoil* with donbla 

Hie fool aanrtion, fonlty thrown, betnyi hLi vnlgar 

A fig fat the eateem of one who oalli another fool. 
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t sik not mdi, I want not such, I laom it all fortb- 

with, 
Hti oeiuiu-e aanikot hum me mnah, hii &tToan are 

Hk biraght; look and Momfnl frown ue ipent on 

I can afford to Ungh th«m down, thsj Bball not 

bring me atain, 
I oaie not who ths caw ma; Boan, in after momentc 

Unit doabt the wisdom of the man who oalla 
another fooL 



WEPJ5. 



e min' o' the ftoldert, nas i 



M; certy, Ihere'a lomething b; oraer adae — 
A samething thst'i put them in nnoo gDid wjn' ; 
A Bomething that's nice if we jndge by their din, 
The leaaon o't a' is na ill to explain — 
The dominie's wife has gotten a we^n. 



Hanf a 'ear o' the icbnle wi' its hard and fait colea, 
He wad swMi (my day for an oor at the boola ; 
Wee WiUie Si'Whnd meet* his grannie and spein, 
Wi' aknowledge that's nwfn' for yin o' his 'ean, '* 
Hoo mony days ■Dfaalin' there mioht be again. 
Ere the dominie's wife gets oaitber bit wean. 
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There that Idiot ssllui, Daft Davy Dilip, 
Wba bad never ae grain o' •oon' aeoBe in his tap, 
Wlia'a Quae it tak'a nae eogle'a eea to percdT*, ' 
Ho* been gey weel aequa'at ni' hia anld juibet 

Bat a obange has oom' oirer him, the wee' iriileai 

A' at yince efter knowleilge to seek he'a began ; 
And be'll no rest contented till >ame jia eipUin 
Where the Domiaie'a wife go^ tbis vondeifa' wean. 
Quo' the Paraon to wee B&bbie £aiia.1d *ae sleek, 
" I anppoae," Kab, ";e'd like the bad fin in the 

weekf 
" The week !" replied Bab, while bis held got a 

" Man t a wean in the week wnd be noething ava ; 
The; may gang to the wean in the woek-iehule whu 

maj, 
Let me gang to the plana where it'i jin every day ; 
Abont leisODi and luiSea I'll never camplHin 
If the Dominie'a wita every day has a wean." 



N^EseDrp peBEi< ^m m- 



Wt, Tibby, I'm hers, though a aiur teoht I've 
^ ha'en. 

And I waina for worlda gang the aame gate again. 
Had I been like aome fulee wba tak drink and get 

It's as likely aa no Vd hae never cam' (Iirongh ; 
Fras tbe head o' the howe to oor aiu vera door, 
I De'er aaw the toua in lie tarmoll afore, 
A' tuned tapwlteerie and tniated agee, 
No ft man, wife, orwean in't ft' sober but me. 
Bat gadeness be thankit, I'm here safe and Boun', 
For faith there'll be news o' this niobt in the tonn. 
The very oab horaeg are fuddled oomplete ; 
^w; are while! on the plainitanM, and wbileion 
the street. 
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Comin' Jonn tbe sold VeDDel the pavement jaraji np, 
And ricbt OD m; poor noie it liuidcd a. whup ; 
Then ft drunken lamp-po«tgar'dnijb»nnefpliiy flee, 
Twad be tellin' them a' were they aober like roe. 
There I met Rah the coalman gaan atoiliterin' hame, 
Hia donkny waa drunk, nnd bia dang waa the aame, 
His suld caddj-oairt had a fai-Hwa' Boun', 
Ae wheel it wns iqutue and the ither yin round' ; 
And yec ain vers ounain, lang Tom M'Keciail, 
1 met him there leaJin' hia horae by the tail, 
And 'twaa vara weel aeon he'd a drap in hia e'e, 
Oh, it'a awfal to aee aae few sober like me. 
The mnne, which for ages liai ahone fiae abune, 
Nod shines on the earth fme the deptba o' the linn, 
And tbat pimple-faced yill-^eller, Sam Mnckleaoo, 
Haa made yer fine kirk a big whisky shop noo ; 
The puaon's aa foa' aa a piper himaer. 
And he's dancing n jig to the ten o'clock bell, 
And the capera he's cuttin' are waefu' to see. 
Ah 1 Tibb, lass jre'ra blessed wi' yin sober like me. 
Sic a tbronghJUier niobt in this toua I ne'er saw. 
The Bobbie* are drunk, and the Bailies and a', 
And there's folks on the looSa where the lumi oaed 

to be, 
Thrang throwin' down slates at a' bodies they aee ; 
There the Tera tonn pump cried me ewer to partake, 
And held oat his ban' as I left him to shake, 
Bat I gied bim the alip, I could vera weel see, 
Tliat he <raana a ahum for yin aober like me. 
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HUJiI^JS IcIBE 

©UUAH life u a tide, beaTing irildl; ud wide 

^0i Tiny buks od ita bteut us vs *1], 

p^om ths boQT of onr birth till we mix with the euth, 

Toiwd bj m&nf a billow uid aquall. 
Onlf thoie who ore tjue to their tnut ma; live 
through ; 

Only they who tm eanioat prevail ; 
Only they who fight strong agaiaBt evil and wrong 

Will iiiamphantly weathsi the gale. 
Human life is a ■», mTfing, ceaieleaa and free, 

'Oainat (he >horea of eternity Tut ; 
Where, when donbta gather dork, the lone T^ragar's 
bark 

Jt oveinhelmad by the flood and the bbat ; 
From whose far deptha beneath gleam the bleached 
bones in death 

Of those faint hearts whose feara made them f^ ; 
Bat the fearleaa in fight, in the strength of their 

Have tiiomphaatly weathered the gale. 
Human life ia a trip, whioh mortality's ship 

From the first has been fated to go ; 
How far, or hon faat, or how long it may last, 

la a thing that we never con know ; 
Where the ghue and the gloaa and the tinsel and 

Of the world can bnt little avail 
Only tbey who have atood and held fast to the good 

Will triumphantly weather the gale. 
Httman life ia a raee, let ns strive for a plaoe 

In the front 'mong the brave-hearted few ; 
If we try, if we tmst, gain a lanrel we must, 

When the long-wished for goal eomes in view. 
When the breakers are past, and we've anchored at 
last. 

And have palled down onr atorm-battered aail, 
In that haveiL of peace all onr sorrows shall cease — 

We've triumphantly weathered the gale. 
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UHThISN I wm k Bohnle wun, bnrd-headed nnd 

'Wi' t«n ton in mj tioiuen for yln in m; e'e, 
When 1 beetled h bigger boy op the eohule brae, 
Wbnt gRT'd jelioklamfor! the maiitei wad Bay ; 

But I ne'er bad dune ntBtblug, 

A' that Tam got waa nnetbing 
To nhai he' J get yet if we jinoe weie out by. 
When I irai man^aekle, and ooortia' our Kell, 
I vowed I'd propose to her aft to mjiel' ; 
Ifae maiter boo laag by her aide I roicht >it ; 
M7 eonrage aje failed when it cam' to the bit ; 

Though I aye thocht on «e thing, 

I aat and aaid naething, 
Twaa ower cheekr a boiineaa for yin aia ai I. 
We had nsTer been merrit in neror, I trow, 
Had oor faitheia md mitheia no ta'en m in tow, 
So the; met and diacuueT it — eaeh pur had their 

lay. 
And arranged for the waddiu' the oor, and the d^. 

While we atood and a^d naething — 

We laached and aud naotbiug ; 
Nell aeemed nnso pleased, and of ootirse aae was I. 
Ii«h I I ahoob in my ahoon like the leaf 0' a tre«. 
When the miniiter cam' to unite ui, aaid he, 
" Will ye tak' jin anitter for huabaod and wife. 
To be faithful and true a' the daya o' yer life V 

Bat we atood aud aaid naething — 

We looked and aaid Daetfaing ; 
But the miniater kent we baith tUMni to cay aj. 
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WEE D^YYDYiFE. 



©IFE'S DRS pleaanre hers I'm liuui 
(^ AfE my knee and on the flair, 
Fifty times the day aod mnir, 

Loah,! hell ding me gjte, 
Wark' Icacnagotitdune, 
Everything has faun ahin', 
Dad 'II glower when he oome* iu, 
■Wee Davy Dyte. 

_ Neat the fire I caona get, 
Od he'll get a warmin' yet, 
DoQD my frt I daarna set 

For the crawlin' mite. 
Oot my gait he ninna come, 
Corered ower wi' eoot end gam, 
CryiDg " Joba come doun thelnm' 

To wee Davy Dyte. 
There he goe>, the feaileas loon, 
SpinaiD' like a pe^e rouii' ; 
Guid preserve as o^l he's doDD 

Wi' an anco clyte, 
Oreetin' mair wi' fright than pain ; 
Come awa, my kill'd wee neuD, 
To yer mither's kKee again, 

Wee Davy Dyte. 
What I luither teetbie throngh ; 
Open np yer cherryfmoa' 
Let me aee how mou; coo 

Ye hae got tae bite. 
There'! a bowaey at jer snoot. 
Let me at it wi' a eloot, " 
Hkud ye till T get it oot, 

Wee Davie Dyte. 



..gnieOb, Google 



m MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



See him noo, the iitee[ia' li^b, 
Trying np the chair to lUim, 
Littli oddi it'i m&k'a to him 

H(H> I rage and flfte. 
D,od t the penererin' widht. 
He'll be np afore he's rtcht, 
Tbough it beepi bim there till nioht. 

Wee Ds»y Dyte. 
Bear him hoa he's cmwin' noo ; 
Loah 1 my bairn, I'm pleaied nV ynit, 
Ihirt the wey ye'U wstmiI throngb, 

And wear a. bni^e'i ki^. 
'When the gmeBome cnp I'ls preecl, 
In the ldrky»rd "c.nid and dead, " 
Hononred age will croon the held 

O' wee Davy Dyte. 



iPHE PeET'3 FnNERPIt. 

(Jamq UlCFiRUNE, bom April 9th, ISS3, died NoTemIn 



rAS a cold dump day with a dizzling rain. 
And a wind that in weird guati blew, 
Ai ont from the gloom of the mnditained lane, 

We bore bim a raithfnl few. 
No dirge for the dead o'er hia dnat wai rang, 

As wo moved on onr silent way, 
A dark dall baze o'er the great town hnng. 

And a miat on the far billi tay. 
Aod the talreat damea and the stateliest men. 

Stood andgosed witb a.ourioDS eye 
At ont bnmble hand, but they knew not than 

That ire oarried S dead king by. 
From a piti]e« world that wai stem and cold. 

That could kill with its scorn and sneer. 
We loweied him down to bis kindred monid, 

And ire gave him a parting teat. 
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■When, lo ! oTerhead came a flame and A oraih, 

Mnde the old esrtb throband reel, 
TwHB tbe glance of God's eje in tbe lightoing'i flub, 

And Uu voice in tbo thunder'e peoL 
And tbe miaty red for a apace wm rent. 

And tbe son lit up ipira and dome, 
'Twai a »o!1bj from HaaTen'i artillerj lent 

To weloome tbeir aoldiBr home. 
Gone the matcbUaa mind, gone tbe wuad'ronl 

Gone tbe strange wild vdndering will. 
Bat the glurioua itraina which he wrote and >DDg 
Are lark-like loaring atill. 



5[pE jinji ©' 'FflE jaaj^E. 



m 8 fact ai I'm leevin' thii fairly bent* a' 

^^ Fait seveD, gald aave us, the cltHk'a run awa'. 

The Bre'a bUck oot, and the parriDh no on, 

Hj feth, but we'll haar o' this momin' file John ; 

And wba'a that on the alaii makin' >ic an nproai, 

It's that dall o' a milk Uddie kickin' the door. 

And to tell iiim to Atop, wad bnt deepen bii din 

For I micht ai weel speak to tbe Man o' the Muno. 

Efter lettia' Jobn oot at the sax o'clock bell, 

I jist slippet book for a wink b; mjsel', 

The morn wo* lo obeerless, so oauld, and lo doni ; 

Noo wlia wad bae tbonobt it, I've sleepit an 'oar. 

There's tbe bell id tbe lobbj, losh what can it mean 

It'i tbe boy wi' the butter I trystod yestreen. 

And he'll pa' oot tbe bell if I don't let him in, 

Ay, I micht at weel speak to the Man o' the Mnne, 
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Tkere'a th« wsani, irhat a reft o' hesrt-breakin' wee 

Oomin' prenoin' anct jnmpia' like fifty drogooiu, 
A' &Fe oot o' tbeir wium beds and dancin' uood', 
Afore I've liod time to get into my gown, 
Wanr wesni in ttie cUchan I'm Bare cnnna' be, 
Wu there ever a pair wooinii plagued like me ; 
Ijke R parfeot Bcbule Ecniin' arooa' me tbe; rin, 
And I micht m weel ip^ to the Uati o' the Mune. 
Tsk' the hilla in a burr]' ye noiajr nee crew, 
The nioe o'slock bell will be ringia' the noo, 
And milsH I have a' thingg maile tidy and otean, 
They'll be ahiaei wi' yer faither, and thnt'U be leen, 
Thongh gaid kens tincebe'e hadabithooae o' biiain, 
Ko a man in the town haa less need to oomplsin ; 
But I'm claierin' on, and there'e naebody in, 
Loih '. I midhtaaweel apeak to the Blan o' the Mnne. 



WAHMT TWBEZER wh aye a queer cove in hia 
© woy. 

For tbe baima there wia ne'er ila a handy man. 
No a leevin' conld be made ao muoh o' at he. 

The douce-deoent-dirty-faced eandy man, 
He'd a mooth like a pit, and a baun' like a fit, 

Twad hne taen a fell fallow to tonael 'im, 
Ai be cam' free the Hagga, oryin', " Hey banei and 
rags," 

With hii auld snddy-oairt and Jeraaslem. 

Losb 1 1 min' when Hab Bhuk got a ride on hia back. 

Ho had vowed gin they gied bim the chaoce wi' 'em. 
If be yinoe got weel np wi' a atiok or a whop, 

He wad let tbe hale tooa aee a dance wi' 'im, 
On hlj back wad he stick lot him caper and kiofc, 

Till the beait wai aa auld ai Het^uaalem, ~ 
Bnt he fonnd to hia ooat tbat in makin' the boart, 

He bad never coninlt«d Jenualem. 
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Wl' a leg doDD sBoh' aids be ^t dair astride, 
Bat vaes me for oar InokleM pedntrUn, 

Ae bit pitch «bb snonah dooble quick to tbe ihuob, 
Heela ower heida gaed our woald-be equotrian, 

Ee'a a back like a apring board a rale beal-and-fliDg 

The b^t trained drcaa jookoT confnie hell 'im, 

NoachtavB js'll bo wein' bat tnrf ■ and atji;^ fleein', 

Whan thef'To jinoe tried their leg ower JeruBalem. 

Uke the miaain' balloon he hoa never eoma doon. 
At least if he haa we've no heard o' 'im, 

Tak' a leaaoD thereby to let sleepin' doags lie, 
A ooddj ne'er try to bamboiile Im, 

Or elM ye, Lke Bab, in the dyke_^aliuoli may !abj 
Sent to Jerieho quick by Jeruaalem. 



TPE OejdPL^IipJIN' WIFE. 



Wn avful wife ii Jook MTsaa'a, a thiairn ill- 
i^ natnred oailin', "* 

For eTer gimln' wi' tile weani, or wi' the neeboun 

qnarrelin'. 
If things get looee in her bit hooaei its no for want 

o' tminin', 
Fi»e early lloht till late at nleht, ahe'a never din 

complainia'. 
Her long faced risnge iharp and lOur, mak't ererj- 

where ft clearance, 
The vera eati gang aS like itoar, when ihe mak'a 

her appearance, 
A Derrit wife's a weary life, ahe hai been auily 
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Wi' evertbiug ablow, ftbnne, defacti the'a alwaji. 

ShenrgueBwI'tbe vent win' and giesit aft a wiadin', 
Slie bleaehea on the droothj days, and dijs when It 

Yet Bja aha hwha and howes ! and aaya, she's 

never heard oomplainin'.''" 
Men never eecm to care or think, what woes ma; 

kill or care yin, 
A gnid gaun pipe and lots o' drink, ia "Man's oliisf 

He glvigpba and aum^ia, and gronk nboot do aa 

broon bawbee gainin', 
Whila me I ilrudge hsith in and oot, there's no uaa 

Xoo min' yer stEp; the mat is there, and watob fa 

wbat j-« spit on, 
Te never care a preen'e worth where ye pat yec dictrf 

fit on. 
And eictun feet wi' olay and weet, they're likes ye 

bail been drainin'. 
Were some wifes here, I doot and fane, they'd oft 

be beard oomplainin'. 
Ill grant ye Mag's a tarter, yet aha'a jiat like many 

Andaairly tried at timet to get Ihatwa en's broaght 

tbegatlier, "--^ 

Whore want and pOTOrty are rife, with little hope 

1 often heard 
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fHE midiught bells were tolling ilotr, the wind 
vu piercing cold, 
A iliTery iheet of bmniebed snow was apread o'er 

wood and wold, 
Atoand the crackling Tale loga flame mankind had 

gathered near, 
Tofcreetwith ja; and glad aoolaim the rosy nev- 

bom year. 
But scarce had ceased the welcome chime for her 

the year to be 
When apofce the Btern old guardian Time, ariae and 

foUow me. 
The ann will soon he liaing (dear above yon moun- 

Oar journey's end ie far from bere, we oanoot tarry 

Away he atrode, ahe followed on, a giiliab, guilelera 

thing, 
Through vales that rich with verdnre ihone beneath 

the BTnile of spring, 
Through many n glea and encg retreat that gay 

with bloBsouii hung. 
Through many a wooded glada where sweet the 

voioeof Natnresnng; 
While from the tar off dreamy hills in mttrmuringg 

soft and olsar. 
The mnsic of a thousand rills came to iier listening 

"Oh, may I linger here," she uiA, "and wreath 

with flowers my brow !" 
The item old guardian ihook hit head, " Ye cannot 
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When nimmer Terdnred wild, uid irood witb 

Nktnre'i liaheit doirer, 
Bobsd in ber gloriaiu womuihood ihe uemsd the 

fairest Bovsr ; 
Ttmn high o'erhMd the nd inn flong k Hoioliiiig 

AdUnoe dowDf 
A. drsamy, lUtl«« UngoQi bnog o'sc conntrr not mi 

Still on the; iped through muiy a glide that 

thronged with birda and bees, 
How aweet to linger, thought the maid, among 

those siieltetiiig treea. 
"Ohl maj llinger here," ihe aighed, "»od oool 

m; throbbing brow!" 
" Ah I no," the homy guide replied, ";e eaonot 

Cnfalteriag bUU the old man aped, and itill ihe 

followed on, 
The ■amnier'B golden glow had fled, the blooomi 

aU were gone, 
With wearj atepi the wiia of men Were gathering 

borne the iheaTn, 
While every glade and STery glen wen atrown with 

withered leavea. 
Decay and death had left their traoe around them 

eTerjwhere, 
And many a dear and loved one's face peered from 

thoaa dead lesTei there. 
" In Bonow o'er those friends," ahe said, " my head 

I ^n would bow." 
"Ah I no," the stera-ey«d gnardlsD said, "jeoan- 

Grey nutomn pssied, grim wioter oame, lank- 

fUnged, blea.1i, snd clraar, 
A tottering, broken, worn-ont dome wta now the 

once bright year ; 
Though sore her tail upon her pressed she oared not 

No more abe 7ewned her limh* to teat, or linger by 
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In allenoe itill ghe faUoved fate oa to Ufa's oatmoit 

vrUI, 
And reftohed at length tbs time-vom gate na Dlght 

begs.!) to fslL 
The old man tnnwd hii aged bead, a clond wu on 

" Thi> U tba gate ot Death," he lud, " and 7on 
mmt eater now." 
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RHYMES AND READINGS. 



omrioBS OF the paesa 

LUerary NoUt, Bails Hail. 
A gennlae bamarUt hns just added a volume to the poetical 
literatQce of the West oF Scotland. " Bhymea and Readioga" ia a 
book that deaerves a place OD the same shelf with Sandy Kodger. 
Dr Saakioe'B f&Tonrable eatimato of bia old pupil's wiitinga ia 
ampl; austaiDed by the poems to irhich it is prefixed. The; diaplaj 
H ri mailable variety in thought and feeling as well as venifimtion, 
Mr Altken is a master of simple pathos, a ia proved b; his " Fooad 
on the Street" and "Fallen," poems that touob the spring of 
tears. Not a few of his pieces baie the genuine lyrical 07, and 
hardly need to be set to music, bat some of his happiest efforts an 
those in which he delineates the bamaroDS aspecta of the life 
with wbich he is most familial. Apd his "Chraniclei of the 
Claehan," form a galleiy of pottntits drawn with iofinite humour. 
We can fancy the emigrant from the banks of the Ayr, reading Mi 
Aitkea's poems on the otbet side of the glohe witb iutense delight. 

PeopWs JovmaU 
"Bhymes Uld Betdings" are the piodnotions of a young man 
who WDM the Muse as a pastime, and possess merits considerably 
superior to ibose of the ordinary run of amateur poetical prodno- 
tions. They are characterised by a liveliness of faccy, a richness of 
humour, and a vigour of eipresBicn rniely to be met with in simitar 
publications. Mr Aitken is no mete rhymstec — there are plenty of 
such now-a-days— but a true poet who can "look through Nature np 
to Nature's Ood." Some of his readings are very laaghahle. In the 
" Chronioles of the Clachan," he draws some capable sketobei of 
those odd eccentric cbaractsn who are seldom wanting in mral 
pariihee, while hia songs show that he is fitted to excel in the 
difficult art of lyrical poetry. In everything the volume is moat 
eioellent, and will be read with pleasure by all lovers of good PMI17. 
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" BhjmM and Beadinga" is ■ Tolume b; > lUQwa; Inipeotoi, and 
tha book aoqaeitioiutbl7 proTsa that what Uitle leiaim laah au 
oooDpetiob sBordi haa, in hii oaae, baen veil apank It i» a 
ooIlMtioa of poemi, Ijria, nurattie, deaoriptiTV, hntnorona, and 
pathetio. Hoat of tiiem, and perhapa tha bait of them, an in the 
Sootoh dlaleot, bnt all tott irell worth reading. There la a itiaight- 
fonrard limplidt; about Mr Aitken'i verae, an abaeaoe of all 
pretenoe to bigh-itrang emotion, tbat is podtiTely refmhiag. Then 
hie hamanr li genuine, and hs eiidenlly bai a good peroeptioit of 
rh;thm, tor there ia waccelj a haltbg line In hi* whole volome. 

Ayr Advtrtita; 
It i( aeldom that we come icroai a volame of the kind that hu 
more in itaelF to oommand attention. The autboi doei not aim it 
tha bighsit flighti, bnt the reader haa tha feeling that he ia otbi 
eqnal to what he attempta, and that he has a. aoatained power that 
prerenta that drooping of wings and painful coUapae that often 
diatingoish the prodnctions of young poete. He haa endently 
aimed mote at flniah in style than at giring pioofs of ptoliSa power, 
and the reault ia that there ia not a page of the volume that oan be 
■ud to be wasted. A number of the pieoea are in homely Sootch 
Doric, of which the anthoi haa a good command, bnt perhaps the 
best spedmens are thoae in modern BngUah, whiab he employa with, 
taste and nka discriminatioii, Eia rbymea are varied and mndoal. 
He possesses not a little of the humoroua faonlty, bnt his poems 
commend themselTes moat strongly to the heart b; a tenderness of 
u ot fancy which pervade them. 



Damfriei and OaUoway Sbmdanl. 

Moit of these poems are written in the Soottish dialeot, with 
wbiob the author seems to be thoroughly eonveisant, bnt be can 
compose in good English too, and that with no small amount of 
aooceu. It is really creditable to the iadoatry as well aa to the 
foroe of the author that he has l>een able daring his exaotive life as 
Railway Inapeetor to ptodoce so many pieces of merit aa we find 
embodied Id the Tolome. The best ot them we think are thoae that 
make up the " Chronicles of the Clachan," in which the acenea and 
worthies of a west ooontiy hamlet are grmpbicaily deacribed. In m 
capital poem, Ht Aitken celebrates the recent unveiling of tha 
Bams' Statue at EilmamDok, the eloalnjc stanza of whioh conveys 
a teproach to Dumfries which will soon be wiped ftway. 
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Grcfnoek Telfgraph, 
Hftd John Gait, nnthor of tho " Anniili of the Pariab," been alira 
to-diT, he would hKTe given WiUiiiD Aitken a. cordi.l welcome u a, 
genuiat hnmoariat anil a true poet. The poemi epeak for themBelTo. 
They are evideotl; the ipontaneous pFodnctiooB of n mind thit ia 
poaieased af the diviae afflataa. There ia nothing forced of artiSciil 
In thu little Tolnme. Ita author manifeatlj could not refrain from 
ainglng. He atriliea a harp that is all hii own, and henoe wa aie 
eoiDpelled to liiten. Some of the notea are tender and pathetic, 
u in " Tbe Motherlen Borne," " Fallen," and kindred pienea, bnt 
the proTailing tone ia hnmotDiu. Whether grave orgs;, the singer 
ii alwaja natural, and the aentiment flowing from the heart don 
not fail to make ita wa; to the benrl. Hr Aitken ii not a mockiog 
biii like lo many of the faahionable ao-called poete of our day, and 
tlie theraea that engage hii Muse aie never far-fetched or aureal. 
The village acenea and oharaoten familiar to him in eail; dajs are 
reproduaed ia giaphio pictorial form* Some of the poemi in 
"Chroniclea of the Olscban," are equal to the beat thuiga in the 
■ame line that we have leoeived from Bobert Nichol and 
Sandy Bodger. Among the recent mioatrels of our West 
Country, and eipeeially of the Lnnd of Buma, he is entitled to a 
toremoat ptaoe among the hnmouriats, tbongh in saying this, we 
mnat not be anderatood aa auggaating that he occupiei an inferior 
position as a writer of serioua verata On the oontrar j, not > few of 
bia moat atriking produotiona give fitting eipreesion to religions and 
moral sentiments, and he is never more oompletely at home than is 
the delineation of the domestio affections, while at times there ia 
Ml almost tragic power in his more sombre inecei, inoh as "Aljty 
of the Line," "The Brewer^ Bridal," and "Fonndon the Street," 
Indeed, the versatility of Mr Aitken is a prominent characteriadc of 
bia genius, and the rich variety in the form of his verae i) only 
an Bccnrate refleotion of bis wealth of thought and emotion. Should 
ha persevere in the seduloua cultivation of bia gift, he may yet 
take high rank among the poeta of Scotland. 

Peopl^i Friend. 
Hia reading! are very felimtoui examples of humorous vonifiea- 
tion, and ahould aerva to keep any audience in good hnmour. The 
" Ohronioles of the Clochan" depict with much pavky drollery the 
queer eharacten of an Ayrshire village. They are capital sketches 
of chaiaoter, and show that the anthor boa a forcible pan and a 
felicity of diction and rhyme that enable him to lima with ajdrit, 
and tobe funny without either becoming vulgar or iU'natured. The 
volnma is altogether a creditable prodantiOD. 
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Ayr Obtemer, 
The Bnthor of tliU verj pretty volume U a oountry man, ooe of 
the people, ind his poetio facnllj hag beea nuned end fostecnd b; 
paaaing his youthful yean near to the pictuieBqna village of Sorn, 
when the River Ayr begini to wind within banke aod braei of 
■urpassing loveliaess, nud which, with its msiiy roma-ntiii tributBirieB, 
rendera the place id very truth a " meet nurse tor a poetio child." 
Hit feelioga and affectiona are truly aod highly postic, though 
B^ of a homely kind. He can paint Nature with power and 
conectnesa, aod while he can tinkle to Uughter by hie humoDr, he 
can also melt the heart by his genniae tancbei of tendemeia. 

Ardroiian othJ SaltcoaU Merald, 
Although hia daily roand of daty liea in the heart of the great 
dty, the imaginative faculty is wont to flaah out from the din nnd 
the roar and the rattle of the excited pUtfoim of fast life to the 
quiet scenery of his ovd aweet little village. The reault of this 
we have now before ua \a a miscellaneoui oollection of poetry en 
local subjects of more than ordinary merit. la each department 
there are pieces of much excellence. To a descriptive power of 
no mean order, Mr Aitben adds a vein of rich humour, and he has 
been emioently anccessful in photographing many of the acenea and 
. oharactera that are so noteworthy in and around every country 
village. 



SaSinay Fly Sktet. 
Mr 'Willism Aitken haa special gifts which he hna been in the 
habit of cultivating. Among them are clear vision, a fine feeling of 
rhythm, a playfol fancy, and a deep pathos, We like his Scottish 
poetry best. His command of the vernacular is copious, and his 
rhymes to uncouth Sootticismi are exceedingly happy. 

Jyrsftire Weddy Ifeai, 
Mr Aitken has an Intense love of nature, and in the volnine 
before OS he presents some pretty word-pictures which cannot fail 
te be appreciated, especially by thoae who know the locality he so 
well describes. In the variona mooda, grave as well aa gay, the 
author displays canaidernble power, but the humorous element 
predominates throughout the volume, and as this epeoiea of vetae la 
getting BOmewhat Boarce, Hr Aitken's humorous sallies are sore to 
be highly relished. 
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WeeldB Mail. 
The predoniin»tinB feature ot the book ii a freeKoine, bnt perfeotly- 
besltb; homouT, vhioh enlivetiB almost ereiy page. The author is 
realislio aod aensible, both in the BelectioD nod treatment of hie 
Bubjeoto. The opening pieoe " The Hauuted Garret" U a poem ot 
homelj and quite delJEhtfal humour, and the remark applies nith 
equal truth to at least a Boore of aimilar poems in the book. 

Haiailton Aditrtaer. 

lively deBuriptioaB of village Bcesee and character. He is a 
liumDuriat of a pleasant kind, and the present Tolums i* highly 
creditable to his diligence and perseTerBnce. 
SUmarnock Standard. 

In his "ChroaicleB of the ClaobaD," he preaenta to the reader it 
eeriea of lively pen-aud -ink sketches of the "auJd Fu-rant worthies" 
of hii Datire villaee, several of which eTiDce conaiderable power of 
observation and peri»ption of character, as woll as the posseasioD of 
a fund of pawkf Scotch humour. 

Itccenl and lAmng Scottish, Poctt by Alexander Q. UwedoiA. 

Estimating Mr Aitkensfl a poet, thofiiat characteristic tiiat strikes 
the mind is his broad and hearty humour which never tails him, 
his quick working fancf, and his general facility and promptitude 
of enecution. He is a born humourist, and will be best appreciated 

tnboidinate his attachment to the Muse to the more important 
cbncems of every-ilay life. Eia brain is qnick of thought and fanoy, 
and prolific uf produce, and ha is likely to still further enrich the fast 
accnmuleting stores of local dialect poetry. 
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